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DAD'S EMT BEST FRIEND 


Kit 
That whole older guy, younger woman thing? That’s just in 
those stories, something from movies. Right? 


As soon as I see her though, I know I’m in trouble. A 
weekend away? Sure, sounds like the perfect holiday 
romance. But not with her dad there too. He’s also my boss. 


I want Bree all to myself, and I’m feeling ultra-possessive at 
the thought of anyone or anything getting between me and 
my new girl. 


My curvy, fresh home from college girl. 

But how can I be sure she feels the same way? 
And what do I do if her dad finds out... 

Who are we both kidding? When her dad finds out. 
Bree 


Kit Bannon. The mere mention of the man is making me wet 
already, I haven’t seen him for years... god, I hope- 


But it is too late. 
He’s already here. 
And I’m already wet. 


As soon as dad moves out of the way, I see him. And I’m 
definitely coming. 


To the Lake house. 


*Dad's EMT Best Friend is a SHORT insta-everything 
standalone instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, 
and no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


“T just got back dad, I’m sure you’d rather spend your 
weekend off by yourselves. Just a boy’s weekend. Like you 
always do?” 


I literally just walked through the door, back from college 
for good and dad wants me to go to the lake house with him 
and Kit for the weekend. 


“Well, too late honey,” dad chirps with a sly grin, pecking 
my cheek as he bustles past, his fly rods and wicker basket 
scratching the faded hallway wallpaper as he passes me. 


“He’s already here!” 


The sound of a horn honking in the driveway makes my 
heart leap. In excitement, then with a tinge of fear. 


Kit Bannon. The mere mention of the man is making me wet 
already, I haven’t seen him for years... god, I hope- 


But it is too late. 


He’s already here. 


And I’m already wet. 


Dad’s blocking the front door as he lets Kit in, juggling his 
gear along with the door handle. 


“She’s trying to tell me she doesn’t wanna go now! Have a 
word with her, will ya, Kit? See if you can change her mind.” 


As soon as dad moves out the way, I see him. And I’m 
definitely coming. 


To the lake house. 


Kit’s huge frame blocks the sun streaming in from behind 
him. His V-shaped torso shows through his tight fitting EMT 
services t-shirt. His biceps are naturally flexing as he holds 
up his own travel bag. The vein in his neck showing, every 
muscle in his body flashing itself in the sunlight and 
shadows. 


He’s perfect. And he’s way better looking than the last 
picture dad sent me, which I have as a screensaver on my 
phone, when I’m not at home that is. 


Crush, much? 


I’ve been in love with Kit Bannon since I can remember. 
Since graduating, I’ve known what those words mean to be 
felt as a physical need. 


A desire. 


Kit Bannon is the key to my lock and I know in an instant 
that I want nobody else in this life. Nobody else will claim 
me. 


But there’s a catch. He’s dad’s best friend and right hand at 
work, plus he probably doesn’t even know I exist. 


I feel my mouth hanging open, with my heart suddenly 
sounding like a rock beating against what feel like hollow 


ribs inside me. My mouth goes dry, while the slickness 
between my legs takes on a new, warmer edge of 
slipperiness as his steel blue eyes meet mine. 


“Bree? Oh my god!” he exclaims, striding into the house, his 
ankle high boots under his deep blue denim jeans making 
an even deeper sound on the floorboards in the hallway, 
sending the vibrations of his body coming towards mine 
straight up my legs. I feel dizzy for a moment, like I haven’t 
taken in air, and my eyes can’t focus. Like I’ve caught too 
much sun. 


But it’s just the effect this man has on me. 


“When did you get back? My god. You’re all...” he looks 
stunned for a moment, looking me up and down. Lost for 
words. 


Is he blushing? 
“...grown up! C’mere! Give me a hug.” 


Before I can think, I’m in his powerful arms, his whole hard 
body right up against mine as I feel his welcome hug 
melting into something we both feel that insists on being 
something more than just friendly. 


A small sound escapes me and I hear him sniffing my hair, a 
gasping groan escapes his own lips and I suddenly feel 
more than just wet. My pulse has ruptured my brain. 


I’ve died and this is what heaven is. An eternity in the arms 
of Kit Bannon. 


It’s clear we both want to keep hugging, and I can even feel 
something else shifting in front of Kit, but the sound of my 
dad coming back inside makes him let go of me, making me 
feel the pain of loss in an instant. 


The pain of not being in his arms, but at least I know, I think 
I know, that we might be more than just friends. Even after 
all these years. 


“Well?” My dad says, clapping Kit’s huge shoulder from 
behind, “Didya manage to change her mind about coming?” 
he asks, sounding hopeful, while Kit’s careful not to turn 
around. I can see the huge bulge forming in the front of his 
jeans, which catches the last of my shallow breath, leaving 
me totally useless for anything but staring. 


“Oh, I think I can get her to come,” Kit says hungrily, deftly 
moving his bag to cover himself, as he lets dad pass and 
putting an arm around my shoulder, which makes me jump, 
he leans in to whisper the same question in my ear. 


“Will you come, Bree? Will you come for me?” I shudder as I 
feel his lip touch my ear, and I try not to moan out loud, but 
the sound that escapes me is unmistakable. 


“To the lake house, I mean...” Kit adds, almost stammering, 
using his huge hand to support my waist as he feels me 
sagging in a near faint. 


I only feel my head pumping in a nod, the urge to have him 
touching me taking over everything else now. 


I’ve never kissed anyone, not like the way I want him to kiss 
me. And I’ve never even thought about how best to employ 
my hands to free that huge bulge showing at the front of his 
pants. 


The thought of him in my hands, his huge cock inside me. 
It’s more than I can take and I feel my knees get weaker 
than ever, a definite line of moisture running down the 
inside of my leg under my skirt. 


We get to my bedroom door, off the hallway and I slip 
inside, standing for a moment and using the door to prevent 


me from melting into a huge puddle on the floor. 
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“Pm coming... Kit...” is all I can manage, and then I really 
have to close the door, because it really does feel like 
something inside me is about to burst. If I spend another 
second in his company. If I have him touch me one more 
time, it feels like a lifetime’s worth of something is going to 
come rushing right out of me, flooding our hallway and run 
right out onto the street. 


CHAPTER TWO 


K: 


Mark and I have been going to the Lake house since I can 
remember, mostly just the two of us, and with Bree when 
she was little. Before she went away to college. 


Mark’s family, his parents, they provided an education and 
future for Bree that he couldn’t refuse. The down side was, 
it meant less time with her on holidays, our peak season as 
rural EMT services personnel. So, when I heard that Bree 
was coming back and that Mark had wangled us some R 
and R, I leapt at the chance. 


What Mark didn’t warn me about, was how fucking 
beautiful his daughter is now. I used to bounce her on my 
knee. But she was a child back then. She’s a young woman 
now, and well, something about her just makes my heart flip 
as soon as I walk through the door. 


It was like walking into the next chapter of my life. 


And there’s more than just my knee I wanna bounce her on. 
I’m not a ladies man, not by any stretch, but as soon as I see 


her, I want her. Like water to a man dying of thirst, I want 
to drink from her, right there on the damned hallway floor. 


I almost felt threatened by Mark, like I wanted to growl or 
snap at him, chase him away or something. There’s just 
something in Bree that brings out the caveman in me. 


Her near see through blouse isn’t helping either. The 
matching cotton summer skirt, I can practically see right 
through it with the light shining from behind me. 


Her milky calves curve up, and I can see her thighs, and the 
Shape of her hips. The telltale lines of a lace thong 
underneath with those hips, Christ those hips! And the rest 
of her body which makes my dick instantly come to life, all 
on its own. 


I’m stuck for words, panicked really. She’s my boss’s and my 
best friend’s daughter. I can’t just claim her as my own in 
his hallway seconds after seeing her again after a few 
years. 


Why the fuck not? 
Look at her! 


Maybe Mark needs a lesson in whose man enough around 
here... 


She’s the single most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen, and I 
can’t help it. I need to touch her, somehow. To find a reason 
to get close enough to have major physical contact. 


A friendly hello hug quickly turns into what I imagine a 
lover’s embrace to feel like. And the sounds she makes, the 
way her body melts right into mine, we’re a perfect fit I 
know it. 


But with Mark coming back inside, I know I have to ease up. 
Anywhere else, in any other setting, I swear I’d just kiss her 


and tell her how I feel, it’s that potent. The chemistry 
between us is undeniable, but because it’s all happening so 
fast and then because she practically slams her door in my 
face, I’m left hanging. 


Or rather, standing. At full attention in my boss’s hallway, 
panting with an aching hard on the likes of which I’ve never 
known. And all god damned Mark wants to talk about is 
fishing. 


Well I gotta pole here. All ready... 


“I figure we’ll take your truck too this weekend, that 
alright?” Mark asks casually, trying to take my bag, which I 
cling to for dear life, needing to cover up in front of him 
still. I don’t think my dick will ever be soft again as long as I 
live, not after what I’ve just experienced. 


“Alright, princess keep your make-up case. But can we take 
your truck is what I’m askin’. What’s the matter with you, 
you alright? You look...” 


“Pm alright,” I lie, “Sure. We’ll take my truck too.” I 
reassure him hurriedly. 


“Probably need it to haul back all that trout you plan on 
catching.” I joke with him, feeling a little like old times 
already, but I know deep down that I’m royally screwed. 


Oh! By the way Mark, can your daughter ride up front with 
me? Maybe she can empty my aching blue balls on the way 
up by sucking me dry with that sweet mouth of hers, right 
before I take her doggy style over the hood of my truck... 
I’m madly in love with her, don’t you know... ? 


It’s not going to be easy, but I tell myself I must be 
imagining things. Maybe I really do need a few days off? 


The job, what we do, it can be stressful and take its toll 
without even showing as obvious mental and emotional 
strain. Rescuing people from fiery wrecks, trapped cave 
divers and lost woodsmen, it’s all part for the course in a 
day for us, but it can get to you. 


As soon as I hear the latch from Bree’s room, I spin my 
head around, feeling like it’s on a stick and about to pop off. 


It’s not my imagination. 


At the sight of her sweetness all over again, I moan out 
loud, and my aching dick just goes up a notch into 
overdrive. 


Fortunately, Mark’s talking so loudly about himself and his 
trout, that he barely notices Bree again, as I position myself 
so she brushes past me as she walks down the hall. 


Her eyes are broadcasting one thing, and I know for sure 
that she’s got more in mind than just being friends with 
‘Uncle Kit’, not that I’m related, but still. 


I also feel my own eyes, tearing her clothes off, imagining 
my tongue circling those pink nipples I can see straining 
through her flimsy top. 


Ah, fuck it. Some holiday. This is going to be the death of 
me. 


With Mark and I in the hall, blocking her way, her dad sucks 
in his belly and she turns to face him, letting her ass drag 
across my aching front after I move my bag so she can get 
through. 


She gives me a furtive look, then turns to her dad, keeping 
his attention away from my now raging hard on. 


“Did I hear you say Kit’s taking his truck too? Can I ride 
with him dad? I’ve never ridden in a Jeep truck before.” 


Her look isn’t totally confident either. Like me, she seems to 
be under some sort of nervous spell, like two speedboats 
racing towards each other? Only seconds before they 
collide. An impact I’m imagining in my mind every second 
I’m near her, willing it to happen but dreading the 
aftermath. 


“Sure honey,” Mark says absently, then looking at his watch, 
he hurries us all along, nagging me to put my bag down 
long enough to help him with the cooler so we can get 
moving. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


My hands are trembling as I go through my suitcase from 
college, only taking out what I won’t need and keeping the 
rest for the weekend. I absently pack about twenty pairs of 
panties. 


If I’m going to be this wet all weekend, I’ll need a sponge, 
not panties. 


It’s so unlike me. I’m the studious, bookworm and research 
type. I’ve never been on a date, never even kissed a boy. 
And all that other stuff.. My god, I had no idea it was so 
intense until I laid eyes on Kit again. He looks so much more 
handsome in person than his last picture. 


Rugged and fit, and I can tell he’s been working out. His 
ass, arms and chest... I feel like a blow up inflatable pig 
next to him, but he seems to like what he’s seeing. 


I really hope so, if this is all a wind up or my imagination, IUH 
just die. 


“Ah, Christ!” my dad exclaims. “I left the ice at the station, 
it’s in the freezer there. I'll swing by on the way through 
and pick it up. You two go on ahead.” He says, checking off 
everything he knows he does have with him in his truck. 


Dad’s so organized. 


“Alright?” he asks again, looking at us both as we register 
the dumb look we’re both sporting. I can feel my mouth 
hanging open again, and seeing Kit’s face out the corner of 
my eye, he looks exactly how I feel. 


Like a shy kid, who's about to be locked in the closet with 
the girl who nobody else wants to kiss. 


Maybe. 
Or does he want to kiss me? I don’t know. 


That hard on enough for ya? Or the way he sniffed your 
hair, says he’s up for it Bree, so stop being dumb and just 
enjoy yourself! 


“We can get ice on the way,” Kit protests, but dad puts his 
hand’s up, waving his words away. 


“T’ll stop by... Have to look at something anyway... 
paperwork... rosters...” dad mutters to himself, heaving 
himself up into his truck, he gives us a friendly honk before 
pulling away, and I feel myself shudder, finally alone with 
Kit. 

“Well? Shall we?” he asks, looking away, as though he wants 
to occupy himself with anything but me for the moment. 


I feel a little stab of hurt, but reason with myself that we 
have all weekend, that what happened in the house might 
just have been nerves, or something... 


I force a smile and climb into the Jeep truck with Kit behind 
me, I suddenly become self-conscious about the size of my 
ass, and slip on the running board, kissing the seat and 
feeling my legs scrap down as I nearly fall back out of the 
truck I’m trying to get into. 


I hear his puff, then his strong hands, both around my 
waist, stop me from sliding right out. My rear ends pressed 
right up against his crotch, my legs already spread from 
slipping. 


I gasp aloud, more a moan of frustration that I can’t just 
have him inside me then feel something else as one of his 
hands covers the whole left side of my ass, helping me back 
in the truck but spreading me wide open for a moment. 


“You alright?” I hear him stammering, his breath catching, 
his whole hand transmitting his own need to have me, to 
make me his own. 


I shake and tremble all over, but get myself up into the 
truck. There’s no mistaking Kit’s arousal now. It’s in his eyes 
as well as a wet stain above the thick line straining in his 
pants, which I want to pretend not to notice, but I can’t do 
anything but stare at it. 


“We should go,” he says, hesitating to close the door, but 
not minding me looking at him. I feel myself biting my lower 
lip and can read the determination, along with the turmoil 
in Kit’s eyes. 


“We'll go,” he says firmly, and checking I’m inside alright, 
he shuts the door and climbs in the driver’s side, another 
low growl escaping him as he settles into his seat. 


We pull away, and I feel that little stab again, like he’s 
ignoring me because it’s so obvious what should be 
happening just isn’t. 


I want to tell him to pull over, to hitch up my skirt, to show 
him how wet he’s making me and to beg him to show me 
how to best resolve this impossible situation, but I don’t. 


I sit still, like a good girl, breathing in sharply a few times, 
as the rumble from the powerful V8 spreads through my 
seat and deep up inside me, into the place I’ve set aside for 
Kit. 


If only he’d just look at me again. 


Touch me again. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


K: 


What the hell was that? What was I thinking? I must be 
twice her age, this isn’t right. 


I can’t do it. 
I won't. 


I’ll just have to get a hold of myself, maybe take care of 
some business in the men’s room or shower the first chance 
I get. The feel of her ass against me though, I swear I nearly 
howled like a damned wolf before tearing all our clothes off 
and giving her the right royal stuffing I know she’s aching 
for from me. 


But I can’t. 
I mustn't. 
I just need to find another way to let off some steam. 


She's Mark’s daughter for Christ’s sake, get a grip! 


That’s all it is, I’m just a little wound up. Highly strung. Hell, 
I can’t remember when was the last time I even had a 
woman, or even when I helped myself out for that matter. 


See? You just need to offload, buddy. Then you'll see some 
sense. 


“Are you mad at me?” Bree asks suddenly, and I realize I’m 
gripping the steering wheel like a madman. My jaw so tight 
I can hear my teeth grinding and catching a look at myself 
in the rear view. I look like a crazy man, beads of sweat 
forming on my brow as I white-knuckle grip the steering 
wheel at fourteen miles an hour down a tree-lined street. 


I force a smile, almost scared to say anything in case it’s the 
only thing I can think about right now, words to the effect of 
and including ‘your sweet pussy on my face...’ 


Jesus Kit! Getta grip man. 


“No! I’m not mad... what makes you think that?” I blurt out, 
looking at the speedometer, wondering why it feels like I’m 
doing a hundred miles an hour. 


“I just think... Maybe we should just...” I stammer, hoping 
she can understand how awkward all this is. 


She looks out the window and I look over at her, watching 
her chest heave, her heart fluttering beats that ripple 
across the frill on her blouse. She absently teases her long 
blond locks and I groan out loud again, making her head 
turn swiftly, looking right at me with those eyes. 


It takes everything I’ve got to tear my eyes away from her, 
to focus on the road. 


Jesus Christ, the Lake house is over a hundred and fifty 
miles. I'll never make it. 


“Maybe we should what?” she asks bitterly, the hurt 
showing in her voice now. 


“Bree...” I start to say, but it’s too late. I feel the stab in my 
own chest, the same as the one I know she’s feeling. I can 
sense it too. 


“We’ve got all weekend,” I add, hoping to throw her a 
lifeline without saying anything too obvious. 


Just in case all this is in my own imagination. 


I mean, am I really hitting on Mark’s daughter? Did I really 
just bar up fully in front of her after grabbing her ass? 


Why would she go for me? 
I’m old. 


“Tell me about college,” I suggest, wanting to make some 
small talk, but it’s too late. She’s hurting now and won’t tell 
me anything. 


“Did you hurt yourself... when you slipped?” 
Shut up Kit...just shut up...leave her be for a while. 


I’m babbling now. I do this when I get nervous. Mark always 
tells me not to start talking to trauma patients, anybody 
really, because once I start I never shut up. 


Mark’s gonna be pissed when he finds out. 


The thought of Mark, even though he’s my best friend, 
makes me growl again. I can feel the wheel straining under 


my grip. 
As if summoned by the devil himself, Mark tears past us in 


his truck, blasting his horn and waving his hand out the 
driver’s side window. 


I’m driving that slow, he’s already picked up the ice and 
passed us. 


Bree winds down her window, giving a wave out to her dad. 
I hear the punching crackle of the CB radio, it’s Mark. 


“You alright there, Kit? Goin’ a little slow... last one to the 
lake’s a rotten egg.” 


I smile to myself, grateful he can’t tell what I’m really 
thinking. 


“Oh, I’m just fine. Just letting you old timer get a head 
start... Just keep the emergency channel clear Mark. It’s 
your weekend off, remember?” I tell him, wondering again 
how I’m gonna make it through a whole weekend of this. 


“Roger that and amen!” he replies and he signs off. I know 
Mark though, he can’t bear to be away from the station for 
more than enough time to sleep. He lives and breathes his 
job, his service. 


“We don’t have to rush now,” Bree says knowingly, and I 
smile wider, then start to laugh. 
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“I mean about being in front of dad... 
and we both laugh. 


she finishes saying, 


I’m doing maybe twenty tops now. I can’t think straight with 
her so close, worrying if she wants me, if I’ve upset her and 
thinking about how her dad’s going to take all of this. 


“He can’t find out,” I hear myself say out loud. 


The coy smile that spreads across Bree’s face is enough to 
allay all my fears about how she feels and I know in that 
moment that she feels exactly the same as I do. 


“Will you hug me again?” she asks, looking out the window 
again. 


“Maybe,” I tease her. 


“Maybe!” she asks, turning to me again, her eyes wide and 
her nostrils flared. 


“Because when I do, I know I won’t be able to stop...” I 
explain, “this is a dangerous thing, Bree... with your dad... 
it’s my job y’know...” 


Bree sighs loudly, sounding like a girl who’s achieved 
momentary Satisfaction, but is also putting me on notice. 


“TIl talk about college then,” she says, but her eyes burn 
into me, “...but I want that hug, promise?” 


And I growl again. 


A satisfied, yearning and hungry sound. A sound that makes 
me think of something wild and abandoned, something 
that’s pounding against the bars, trying to get out. 


The animal in me. The beast that she’s awoken. 


I hear her breath catch and I dare to glance at her legs as 
she presses them together tightly, rubbing her thighs as she 
makes a slight sound of her own, filling the air with the 
unmistakable sweetness of her own arousal. 


“Promise?” she coos, and I watch one of my hands resting 
on her thigh, squeezing it gently as she gasps loudly. 


“Oh, I promise...” I tell her. “I promise.” 


“Now,” I command her, after several moments, “Tell me 
about college.” 


CHAPTER FIVE 


One thing I love more than Kit telling me how it’s going to 
be, is him giving me an order to tell him about college. It's 
how I find out how much we have in common, and that I can 
talk to him like we’ve just picked up from where we left off. 


Maybe before I never had much, nothing too deep to 
discuss with him when I was younger. Or whenever the last 
time I saw him was. But it’s different now. 


I know Kit does the same stuff as my dad, that they studied, 
still do to keep up with all the latest developments in their 
field. 


I used to worry about dad, going out and rescuing people. 
That one day he might need rescuing himself, but since I 
learned, years ago that Kit was with him the whole time, it 
set my mind at ease. 


Kit’s like superman, he’s built like nothing and nobody else 
and he’s smart. I don’t ever think Kit would put himself or 
my dad in a situation he didn’t know how to handle. 


Except maybe this one. 
The one we’re kind of making for ourselves. 


“So, with your degree. Do you want to leave it at that or are 
you looking to go deeper with it?” he asks me, and I can tell 
he’s genuinely interested. 


I do have plans for further study, but having just finished up 
nearly four years of it, it’s not something I’m thinking about 
right now. I’m trying to not think about it, but talking with 
Kit, he gives me inspiration to do what I feel is right for me. 


He tells me how he never wanted to be a rescue paramedic. 
He originally wanted to be an orthopedic surgeon, which 
kind of blows me away. 


“Did you flunk the tests to get into that?” I ask, and 
registering the look of hurt on his face, I feel terrible. 


“That’s not how I meant it... I mean... I just...” 
Crap! 


“T only said it that way because I know I wanted to do 
archeology, as a science and my grades only got me English 
lit. I didn’t mean anything... I’m so stupid. I should think 
before I speak.” 


I watch Kit’s jaw clench again, his hand’s tightening on the 
wheel and I’m already kissing goodbye to my daydream 
fantasy, the one I thought we were about to act out. The one 
where my dad’s workmate, best friend, falls in love with me 
and we live happily ever after? 


I guess I was wrong. 


“Look. Bree.” He growls suddenly, “I’m sick of hearing you 
put yourself down, okay? Ever since you got in this truck, 
since we’ve been talking just now, it’s all been about how 


subpar you are at everything... just... ease up on yourself, 
okay? 


“Get out of your own way and you might be surprised at the 
beautiful, smart and very capable person that you'll find 
when you decide to just be yourself.” 


He blows out a big puff of air when he’s finished, like he’s 
been holding all that back while we’ve been talking most of 
the way. I look at the time and realize, we’ll be at the lake 
house soon and all I’ve pretty much done the whole way is 
run myself down, all the while telling myself how great Kit 
is. 


I feel my chest shuddering as I try to breathe, forcing 
myself not to cry. I’ve never had anyone be so point blank 
with me, anyone who isn’t trying to hurt my feelings 
anyway. 


“T mean it Bree, I think you need to ease up on the negative 
self-speak. It’s not good for you. You’re a beautiful talented 
young woman.” 


But now I see its Kit turn to stammer and shudder, the 
emotion in his voice getting the better of him. 


“Go on” I encourage him, deciding I like this talk better, and 
with Kit’s deep baritone, I could listen to him all day long. 


“Tm just saying...” he says, and reaching his hand over to 
me, I want him to touch me again, but the static snap of the 
CB radio cuts in again, and Kit snatches his hand back, as 
though dad’s right here in the cab with us. 


“You kids far away? Kit... I’m here at the lake house, just 
makin’ sure you haven’t run away with my daughter or 
anything like that... Over.” 


I let out a noise and I notice Kit turning white. He clears his 
throat and furrows his brow before picking up the receiver, 
knowing better than to leave a fellow EMT member 
hanging. 


“Ah, roger that, Mark. Didn’t copy that last part though... 
you alright there? Over.” 


I hear dad’s laughter over the airwaves, and it relaxes us 
both, but also turns the ‘we need to be careful’ dial up to 
about a thousand. If dad’s even joking like this, it means he 
knows Kit would never even dream of doing anything with 
his only daughter. 


“Doh, just teasing, buddy. Never mind. Ill see ya both in a 
while... Put Bree on, Kit, will ya? Over.” 


I say hi and bye to dad, telling him we’re almost there, half 
wishing, seriously hoping Kit will pull over before we do get 
there. Give me another one of those special hugs, maybe 
something more. 


But he doesn’t. 


I don’t hate him for it, I don’t feel rejected either. We’ve got 
all weekend, but more than that, I hope we’ve got the rest 
of our lives to spend together. 


I only hope, I only pray that Kit feels the same way that I do. 


It'll break dad’s heart, but I know what I want. I hope Kit’s 
a man who knows what he wants too. 


I’m right here, ready and waiting, Kit. 


CHAPTER SIX 


K: 


I want nothing more than to pull over somewhere. Maybe 
find a hotel, and just book us both in, lock the door and 
never come out. Not until I’m done giving Bree everything I 
want, done everything I want to do to her. 


I notice Bree is down on herself whenever she talks about 
herself and her accomplishments. I won’t have that, and I 
have to tell her so, in my own way. Growing up in foster 
care, I never had real parents that loved me the way I know 
Mark loves Bree. Since her Mom went away. Mark’s parents 
have done all they can for them both, financially and 
otherwise, but Bree still seems to have some negative 
programming which snuck in somewhere. 


I used to be the runt of the litter. In the foster homes, in 
school, everywhere I went, so I know what it means 
firsthand to be down on yourself too. I know how important 
it is to focus on your best rather than the things you want to 
change. Changing things for the better instead of pointing 
out the faults is something I learned from Mark himself. We 
met in Junior college, on the wrestling team. 


Mark showed me through example how to change for the 
better, and I hope I can get some of that across to Bree as 
well. 


She’s got nothing to be down on herself about. She’s smart, 
considerate and she sure is beautiful, there’s no doubt 
about that. 


Being a little heavier set than some girls, I don’t know why 
anyone would view that as a bad thing, I could just eat her 
up all day. And if things go my way, that’s exactly what I 
intend to do with Bree, and more. 


We’re on the final ascent, up the big hill to the lake. The last 
leg of the trip usually fills me with excitement, but this time, 
I’m almost dreading the lake house. Not because IIl be 
there with Bree, but because I’ll be there with Bree... and 
her dad, who I will always consider my brother, my best 
friend. 


Bree and I both know what’s coming, and try as we might, 
it’s an impossible thing to stop now that it’s been set in 
motion. 


I want to ask her if she’s alright, make sure I didn’t hurt her 
feelings by pulling her up like that, on being down on 
herself, but we just keep giving each other these goofy, 
wide-eyed looks. Half-expecting some sort of miracle to 
happen, guaranteeing we can just be alone for a bit to sort 
all these feelings out. 


To finally press ourselves against each other, so we can stop 
pretending we need to live as two separate people 
anymore. 


I know Bree’s the one, I just know it. It’s a crazy thing to 
realize, especially at my age, but I really do know that we’ll 
be together forever. 


I almost jump out of my skin as we near the turn off to the 
lake. I feel Bree’s hand in mine suddenly and I squeeze it 
reassuringly, even though it feels like her dad’s hand is 
grabbing me by the scruff of my neck, making a fist with a 
warning of what he’s going to do to me for defiling his 
daughter. 


“We'll be alright, Kit. Won’t we?” she asks, and I have to 
agree. 


“Of course,” I tell her, and I fight the urge to kiss her hand, 
only because I know that if I bring her skin that close to my 
lips, it’ll ignite a powder keg inside me that I know there’s 
only one cure for. And for that, I also know we'll both just 
have to wait. A little bit anyway. 


We both gasp aloud as we come over the crest of the big 
hill, the huge lake sprawls out before us, like a giant 
shimmering crater on another planet. 


I'll bring us up here every chance I get... alone. 


I promise her in my mind. I love coming up here, to fish 
with Mark, but I know after today, that things will never be 
the same. I know TIl only ever see Bree in my mind when I 
think of the lake house, and we haven’t even gotten there 
yet. 


“Everything looks so different.” She exclaims, and I notice 
that too, despite the menacing weather on the horizon, 
which is unusual for this time of year. 


The lake sure does look deeper, bluer and all the trees and 
hills around it look fresher, greener and brighter. 


“Maybe it’s just the light.” I comment absently, and I’m 
thrilled to feel her hand in mine again. 


“T think it’s the company,” she says, matter of fact. And 
feeling her eyes on me, I feel myself flush. I’m proud of her, 
for reaching out to me. I’m amazed by her, she’s so damned 
beautiful. And most of all, I’m excited by her, I can feel the 
magic between us growing every second we’re together. 
Time’s flying by already and I don’t want to waste another 
minute of my life without her in it. Without her by my side. 


Without me deep inside her too. 


I try not to have those thoughts, but with her so close to me, 
her hand in mine, my body’s craving hers now more than 
ever. 


So much for the long drive up to decide it’s all in my mind, 
that it could never work, that maybe she’s just not 
interested in an older man. 


“How am I gonna keep my hands off you?” I ask her, and 
myself as we finally pull up to the lake house road, a two 
mile driveway to take us right to the lake’s edge, where our 
lake house sits. Mark and I bought it way back, got it for 
peanuts and spent every summer working on it until it 
became something we could both be equally proud of. 


“Maybe I don’t want you to,” Bree says, and I feel a stab of 
panic rising. 

“What?” I ask, trying not to sound worried. 

“Maybe I don’t want you to try and keep your hands off 
me,” she coos, as she takes my hand and puts it right up her 


skirt, between her legs, pressing her sweet pussy right up 
against my fingers with a gasp. 


I see Mark coming out of the lake house front door and I 
have to pull my hand back. 


“So you can feel me on you for the rest of the day,” Bree 
gasps again, writhing a little as her breath shudders, 
making me groan too. 


I realize, casually touching my fingers to my lips, tasting her 
for the first time, that for the second time today I have to 
deal with her father, my best friend with a raging hard on. 


For a man my size and in these jeans too, that’s not 
something easy to deal with. 


That’s one I owe you Bree. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


I just can’t help it. The thought of Kit not touching me, 
keeping his distance, probably going out on the lake for the 
rest of the day without me... It’s too much to bear. 


I haven’t got time to wait for his first kiss, not with dad so 
close by as we pull up. So I do what I’ve felt like doing all 
along, take his huge warm hand and put it right where I 
need it most. 


Damn! I wished I’d thought of this an hour ago, I could’ve 
let off some of this pressure building inside me along the 
way, maybe even helped out Kit a little too. I’ve been 
watching his huge, thick member grow hard, then harder, 
all the way up here. The poor man must be near bursting 
point just like me. 


But I want to save myself for him, I vow not to touch myself, 
not that I know much about that anyway. But I want him to 
feel me, to taste me. To have a little of my scent to take with 
him for the rest of the day, so he can come back to it, 
anytime he wants. 


Dad’s waving to us both, and I feel an extra rush of heat 
down there as I watch Kit taste his fingers. Hear him groan, 
then growl as I watch his tongue slide over my essence on 
his fingers, it’s had the opposite effect of helping us make 
do until later. 


I want him and I know he wants me right now, more than 
ever. 


But with dad coming over to the truck, it’s time to do a 
different kind of unloading. Kit’s got a lot of gear, with some 
tools and supplies to continue renovating the new wing of 
the house. 


Kit hops out first, making a beeline for the rear of the truck 
to start unloading. I smile at him in the passenger rear view, 
noting his hungry look, but understanding too that we need 
to keep up appearances, for dad’s sake now. 


I press the button to unlock my seatbelt, opening the door 
and moving to climb out of the truck, but I feel a sharp pain 
in my shoulder and neck as I half-slip out of the truck again, 
most of me still held in place by the seat belt. 


“Kit!” I cry out, but I feel something pull and my hand can’t 
reach the button anymore. I’m stuck, half dangling out of 
the truck. 


I hear both dad and Kit rushing over, with both calling out 
to me to stay still and calm. 


Calm? 


How do I stay calm! I can feel my skirt’s ridden all the way 
up and I’m hanging one leg in, one leg out of this damned 
truck. 


Dad’s got me in a second lifting me up so he’s holding my 
weight. Kit races around and is back inside the cab, 


desperately punching the seat belt button. 


“What’s happening Kit, talk to me,” dad says calmly, he 
strokes my hair and I can feel myself starting to cry. It’s so 
humiliating. 


“Damned release on the button’s not working.” 


I hear something from Kit’s side, and crane my neck, I see 
him taking out something from his belt. 


“I'm cutting the belt, Mark, you got her?” 
“Are you sure you can’t...” 


“Just tell me you’ve got her, Mark! I’m cutting her loose!” 
Kit yells, and I feel my dad’s hands tightening around me, 
supporting me. 


“Alright, Kit. Easy does it, I got her. You’re alright baby, I 
got you.” 


Kit’s sliced through the belt in a second, and my dad 
supports my neck with his hand as he carries me inside. 


I hear Kit growling inside the truck, then the sound of 
plastic cracking as he yells out in anger. 


“Its alright baby... You’ll be alright, just got caught up in 
the seatbelt is all. Let’s take a look at your neck. Keep still 
now...” 


Some start to my great weekend. I feel embarrassed, totally 
humiliated more than anything else, plus now Kit’s brand 
new truck has damage to it, and all because of my stupid 
clumsy fat ass. 


I’m holding back the tears, but as soon as dad has me laying 
on the couch in the sun room of the lake house, propped up 
with pillows to support my neck, I can’t help it and start to 
bawl] like a baby. 


Dad does a few short assessments, but I feel fine, just a 
bruised ego, maybe a little sprain in my neck. 


He tells me to stay put, while he goes to get his medical bag 
and a neck brace from his own truck. 


Once he’s outside the front door, I can catch snippets of his 
conversation with Kit, who’s furious... with himself. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


it 
“It’s gonna be okay. Kit. Jesus! Take it easy, man. She’s gota 


partial sprain at best, a skinned knee. It’s over Kit, calm 
yourself.” 


But I’m not over it. I won’t be calm. 


“T should’ve made sure she got out of the truck first,” I tell 
Mark, “She had trouble getting in too.” 


Mark’s looking at me sideways, the corner of his mouth 
creased. I can feel his questioning mind as he studies me. 


“Well, it’s over now. I’ll just go get my bag, brace her neck, 
just to be on the-” 


“TIl get it!” I snarl, and I storm off towards his truck. I feel 
Mark’s hand on my arm, I try to pull away but he’s got 
plenty of strength to spin me around to face him. 


“You go take it easy, Kit.” Mark says, not a hint of anger in 
his voice. “I dunno what’s got you so wound up, but I can 
look out for my own daughter, alright? Go take a walk or 
something Kit... I got this one, seriously.” 


Mark’s also my boss, and his tone, although friendly, is the 
same one he uses when he’s kicking ass. 


I clench my teeth and bite down so hard I see spots in front 
of my eyes. Kicking up some dust in front of me with my 
boots, I storm off, heading for the woods near the house. 
There’s a choice of thin trails to take me either to the lake 
or up into the hills. I choose the high road, in response to 
Mark’s god damned common sense, level-headed 
professional attitude. 


How dare he. 
She’s mine! 
I know how to look after my girl better than anyone! 


And, so I go on. Right until I’ve fumed my way right to the 
top of the hill overlooking the whole lake, overlooking the 
house, which looks tiny from where I stand. The dark clouds 
seem so far off, but like the ones in my mind, the ones about 
Bree and me, about her dad. They feel like they’re rolling in 
right on top of me already, before anything’s even 
happened. 


I know Bree’s alright, Mark’s a top notch medic and he 
knows more than I do when it comes to neck injuries. If 
Bree was in any real trouble, I’d know about it by now. 


But I can’t budge the hurt I feel, the anger at letting her 
get caught up in the stupid belt like that. 


I should’ve done more, I’m supposed to be there for her 
now, to protect her. To watch over her. 


Is that why you're sulking a mile up a hillside? 


Protecting her? 


A chill runs over me and the hot sweat I’ve worked up is 
rapidly cooled by the crisp afternoon air. I feel foolish on 
one hand, but totally justified on the other. Bree’s mine, I’m 
going to make her mine, no matter who or what gets in the 
way. 


I need to stop kidding around. Need to either stake my 
claim with Bree or let it go, and I’m not about to do that, 
not in a million years. 


I can see the house from up here, but I’ve never felt further 
away from something that I know belongs to me. I need to 
get back to Bree, I need to settle this once and for all. 


No more games, no more playing around. 


If I had my sneakers on, I’d run, but a swift pace in my 
boots is my best bet as I snake my way back down the trail, 
forking off to the left halfway down. The way I know will 
bring me right out back of the house. 


I make a mental note along the way, Repair the trail closure 
that leads to the old mine. The lumber’s rotted again, and 
it’s wide open. Not a good thing if anyone gets lost and goes 
down that route, but being private property, we don’t really 
get hikers up here. 


Still, a stitch in time, Kit... 


I can almost hear Mark’s voice in my mind. He’s a stickler 
for details, and organized like an army. 


I shake off my mood as I think of him, smiling to myself at all 
the crazy things we’ve been through together. How he’ll 
take it, about Bree and me? I think I’ll leave a lot of that up 
to Bree to work out too, he’s her dad and she’s got a say in 
all this too. 


For now, I just need to get my ass back to her, fix that 
damned seatbelt for one... Maybe then I can tell her how 
it’s gonna be from now on. 


“Oh! Hello, you startled me...” 


I try not to groan aloud with annoyance, with 
disappointment, but about those hikers never coming up 
this way? 


“Mmmm, you’re a rescue worker too. How appropriate... I 
seem to be in need of a little... rescuing myself...” 


A short, curt smile presses across my face. She’s doing her 
best to be a damsel in distress, but what she needs is to 
hold her map up the right way and go get a sandwich. 
Maybe a decent pair of shoes. 


Who wears heels on a hiking trail? 


I get it a lot with work. Tall, stick thin, Malibu Barbie types. 
They fake chest pains or being lost, anything to get a free 
ride, a bit of attention or worse. I even had one grab me 
right on the dick once, it was horrible. 


This one has so much silicone, it’s hard to know where 
Barbie ends and bimbo begins, but she’s still a human being 
and I am in uniform. Kind of. 


“Pm off duty,” I inform her casually, and looking down the 
trail at the house, which is only fifty yards away now, I feel 
my blood start to boil again. 


“And you’re trespassing. This is a private trail.” 


Her eyes flutter but there’s nothing in them that I want. I 
have some place else to be, somewhere important, and 
dealing with trespassers, dolled up or no, isn’t my idea of a 
first fun day at the lake house. 


“Maybe you could invite me in?” She suggests, and I feel my 
whole body tensing, reminding myself to remain polite, 
treat her just like any other patient. 


“At the end of this trail, down there,” I say, pointing to the 
base, “You can make a right turn, and two miles down will 
bring you back out onto the road. A left turn will take you 
past our boundary, which is five miles.” 


She pouts and I tilt my head slightly, wondering if she has a 
mental problem too, but no. She’s just trying it on. 


Lonely female hiker from the city... Yawn. 


“Or, I could call the sheriff?” I tell her, not even trying to 
sound so nice all of a sudden. 


I’ve seen it a hundred times, and I always tell them the 
same thing. 


“You should be more careful, a lot of folks up here have 
firearms and aren’t so polite to trespassers. Follow this trail 
and you'll end up where you started, have a nice day.” I 
hear myself growling, watching where her ass should be, 
only making sure it’s getting off my property. 


I sigh heavily, and turning to head up the path to the lake 
house, my lake house, I catch a glimpse of Bree at the 
sunroom window, looking fine but rigidly stiff in a neck 
brace. I lift my hand in a wave, but she turns away from me. 


And I can only guess what she thinks she just saw. 


Shit. 


CHAPTER NINE 


“You should really go lay down honey, IIl only be a couple of 
hours. Probably just a hiker, they get lost up here some 
times. If Kit was pointing her anywhere, it would’ve been 
away from our house... Now, honey. Please?” 


Dad’s in his timber rowboat, the one he and Kit made 
together. It looks almost empty without Kit in it, but I can 
tell dad’s just itching to try his new fly fishing tie. 


With or without Kit. He did tell me he was mad with Kit, for 
overreacting about the whole seat belt thing, but dad’s as 
quick to forget something like that as he is to make up for 
how bad the other person feels once he remembers. 


“Rest that neck darlin!” He calls out softly, making slow and 
long strokes away from the little harbor next to the house, 
the short pier that they made, like the boat. Everything 
around the lake house reminds me of dad, and then of Kit. 
They built this whole place up from a little shed. 


I heave a sigh, and feel a spasm in my neck, which traces 
down my back, making me stiffen up and yelp in pain. 


I gasp again as I turn but only because I see Kit instead of 
the house, his huge body, like a wall of muscle and man 
blocking it. I feel suddenly small, struggling to remember 
my anger at seeing him with that... woman. 


He touches both my arms gently, lowering himself to my eye 
level. I can see him glancing over my shoulder, checking 
where dad is on the lake before he chances rubbing one of 
my arms with his huge, warm hand. It sends shivers up my 
spine, replacing any pain I had, erasing any memory and 
bad feeling. 


“Im sorry...” I hear myself blurt out, and I start to cry 
again. 


Jesus, Bree! Get a grip. Act your age for once. 


But Kit’s such a gentleman, he expertly and very quickly 
holds me in his arms, his body like a huge blanket around 
me, extra mindful of my neck and I don’t even feel self- 
conscious about looking like a disaster with him, not one bit. 


He holds me for a while, until I settle down some, and 
scared of having dad see us, I get it together. I wipe my 
eyes and although it feels so wrong to do it, I pull myself 
away from Kit. 


“C’mon,” Kit says softly, “let’s get you inside, you should be 
resting that neck.” 


“That’s what dad said,” I say, and Kit laughs quietly to 
himself. 


“Who’s your girlfriend?” I ask him, not even hiding the hurt 
in my voice, but I register the hurt in his eyes. 


“My, uh...girlfriend. I thought maybe you were... unless 
I...?” he says, blushing a little. 


I think my heart’s actually stopped. To hear him say 
girlfriend and you in the same sentence, it’s too much and I 
have to struggle to remember again that I’m mad. 


“That woman, I saw you both.” I challenge him. He holds 
the door open for me, closing it, he checks the lake again. 
As I settle myself onto the couch I can see dad on the lake, 
his back to us. The setting sun in his eyes as it almost dips 
past the peaks of the tall hills around the lake. 


Kit sighs, squatting down in front of me, and a part of me 
wants to reach out and touch his face. Another part of me 
wants to watch his body tense up as he supports himself on 
the balls of his feet, but the bigger part of me just 
shamelessly stares at his crotch as his legs open out to keep 
him balanced. 


I feel his finger on my chin, lifting my head up ever so 
gently, his shining eyes look deep into mine, filled with a 
thousand thoughts and only one feeling. 


“Bree. That woman was trespassing, and I told her so. If you 
see her again, let me know so I can have her arrested. 
Alright?” 


“You mean you weren’t...?” I ask, and he only frowns. 
“But she was,” I hear myself protest in a whisper. 


“She’s an idiot.” Kit assures me, and I feel better straight 
away. 


He’s moving in closer now, his face only inches from mine 
and I can feel my heart leap again, straining to jump out of 
my aching chest. 


My whole body aches for Kit, for his touch. 


I keep my eyes open as I watch his lips part gently, coming 
closer to mine... he’s really going to... 


Brrriiinnggg! Brrriiiinnggg! 


The old Bakelite phone screams so loud that both of us 
jump. 


Kit stifles a groan of disappointment and I yelp in pain 
again, my neck suddenly hurting from the movement. 


Kit sighs again, and when he stands up in front of me, I 
have a perfect view of his front, fully relaxed but well on the 
way to being excited again, I feel like it’s a curse. Having 
him parading himself like this in front of me, the chain of 
events seemingly conspiring against me from that magical 
moment I can finally free him from that denim prison and 
take him in my mouth. 


“Hello?” Kit answers the phone friendly enough, I’d be 
ripping it out of the wall and getting back over to what we 
were doing... maybe get that thick, fat dick of his out before 
dad gets back? 


But no, not yet. 


“Oh! Hello Sheriff... Yes I did... Yes she was... No I didn’t... 
Sure. He’s out on the lake... rl let him know. That’s all... no 
worries at all, thanks Sheriff.” 


And if Kit doesn’t do at least half of what I wish for I’m 
going to burst, he comes back over to me, squatting down 
in front of me all over again. Not quite getting his dick out, 
but I’ll take the next best thing. 


“Who was that?” I ask, trying to sound casual, but wanting 
to facepalm by my obvious question. 


“The sheriff,” he says, inching his way closer to me again, 
his hands resting on my thighs as I open my legs, willing 
him forward as he leans in to kiss me for the first time. 


I feel my skirt riding up too, but I don’t care. I can hardly 
take a breath, I don’t want to. If I do, it might spoil the 
moment. I watch Kit’s eyes close and then feel the 
heaviness of my own, his hot lips pressing tenderly right 
over mine, he gently draws his arms around me, handling 
me like I might break, but I can’t help it. I grab hold of him, 
pulling him towards me, holding the back of his head and 
groaning into his mouth as I feel my tongue greedily 
reaching for his. 


He smells so good, and tastes even better. He’s been up in 
the woods and smells like the trees, rain and man, all rolled 
into one. 


I feel my other hand reaching out, reaching for that bulge 
I’m craving. I need to feel it. I want to touch it. 


“Bree...” he says gently, “Your dad... this is really...” But I’m 
pulling him back towards me. When I feel his mouth on 
mine, his body so close. The whole world just disappears, 
and I know that for the first time in forever, I’ve finally done 
something right. 


I’ve found the one, and I’m never letting him go. 


CHAPTER TEN 


K: 


“Just tell me you want this.” It’s all I can say to her. What 
my body is crying out for me to do to her is another matter, 
but I need to be sure that what I’m sensing from Bree, what 
her body’s telling me, matches up with my own, incredible 
desire for her. Not just right at this minute, but for every 
moment of my life in the future. 


Biting her lip as I pull back from her, she nods as best she 
can, wincing a little with pain, but her eyes are filled with 
her desire. 


I’m not imagining it, I know she wants me, and I know I will 
have her. 


“T want you here,” she whimpers, and I watch her trembling 
hand slide mine under her skirt. Straight onto her swollen 
mound again, she jerks slightly at my touch, then purrs as I 
start to massage her clit through her underwear. 


“Pm going to be here soon...” I promise her. “I want you 
Bree, need you to know that you’re mine now, understand?” 


She nods as best she can. Her hips start to buck forward, 
grinding herself onto my fingers, which I feel instantly 
moisten. Pulling her panties to one side, I slip a finger 
inside her and she grips my forearm, gasping as her eyes 
widen, staring straight ahead behind me. 


“Well! I see you found your way down there then...” 


I feel my blood run cold as I hear the door behind me 
opening and then closing. It’s Mark. 


The crack of thunder is in time with the first thrashing 
sounds of sheets of rain on the iron roof. I move my hands 
slowly back to myself, Bree casually pushing her skirt down. 


I cock my head, playing the too cool, totally casual card. 


“Oh, hi Mark. Got off the lake just in time? I’m just checking 
on our number one patient here.” 


I can hear Mark moving around me, going around behind 
the couch to the kitchen, he only glances down, smiling one 
of his short, professional smiles too. Like the one I just gave 
our mysterious bimbo hiker a while back. I think I’m far 
enough back, but my own state of arousal, plus the definite 
sense of both our arousals in the air, I think even a dead 
man could sense that somethings up between Bree and me 
right now. 


Mark leans down, pecking Bree on the top of her head, 
making her wince. And I can’t tell if it’s for show or if she’s 
really hurting. I want to stand up, but that would give 
everything away. 


“How are you sweetheart?” dad asks, tossing his canvas fly 
bag onto the kitchen table, making his way into the kitchen 


I hear the pop of the vintage fridge door, then the fizz of the 
top off his root beer. 


His face pokes through the partition between the kitchen 
and dining area, his brows raised in question. 


“Who died?” He calls out. “I thought we were all on holiday. 
Kit, want a beer? Bree, how’s your neck?” he calls out, 
busying himself in the kitchen, making all the sounds that 
someone who doesn’t suspect a thing would. Making me 
feel like a first class heel for even thinking about lying to 
him, about robbing him of the truth about how I feel about 
his only daughter, barely half my own age. 


Stop it! 

Then just fucking tell him, like you said, remember? 
No more games... 

“Tm fine, dad,” Bree chirps. 


“Actually, Mark...” I hear myself saying, standing up finally 
and moving myself to rest against one of the tall-backed 
dining chairs. 


“There’s something I would like to tell you...” 


Bree gasps, and trying to keep her neck straight, she turns 
her body, her eyes pleading with me, her mind in turmoil. 
The word ‘no’ playing on her sweet lips. The one’s I just 
kissed and sometime soon, hope to have stretched wide as 
she wraps them around my cock, right before I fill her with 
a lake full of my own seed. 


“Oh? What’s that then?” Mark says, coming around from 
the kitchen, cricking his neck before taking a long pull from 
his root beer. His eyes register his daughter, he smiles 
briefly at Bree again then they dart back to me. Focused. 
Intense and narrowed. 


He’s brought me a real beer, which I watch him put down 
on the table in front of me, not too close, I know I’ll have to 


expose myself if I want to reach for it. 


“Sheriff called,” I say cheerfully. “Wants you to call him 
back, nothing urgent, but he said he’s leaving the station at 
five... any minute now...” 


“Okay, sure. lll give him a call,” Mark says casually, 
suddenly making me feel totally paranoid above anything 
else. 


“T was thinking about nachos for dinner... no fish in a 
storm.” he says absently, turning to go back into the kitchen 
and I can hear the pantry door, then the rustle of food 
packets as he sets about cooking up a storm of his own. 


The one inside my pants, that’s a different story. 


“Need a hand? I ask, shrugging hopelessly as I look over to 
Bree, who’s trying not to giggle now, noticing my 
predicament, with extra emphasis on the ‘dick’ in 
predicament. 


“T got it.” Mark chimes, and after a moment I hear him 
dialing out from the kitchen phone, calling up the sheriff. 


I can relax, I have time. Everything’s alright. 


I snatch up my beer, and down half of it in one go, making 
my way straight to the chair opposite Bree. I do my best to 
look like a man on holiday, casually enjoying a quiet beer, 
watching the storm roll in over the lake. 


But my eyes are locked on Bree, who teases me, making me 
shake my head but then smile with satisfaction as she opens 
her legs for me, giving me a front row seat for the meal 
she’s keeping warm for me down there. 


The look in her eyes is pure mischief, and I can tell it’s 
giving her as much of a thrill as I’m getting, seeing her 
spread wide open like this, just for me. 


It’s safer than having me between her legs, but does 
nothing for my aching hard on, which pulses in time with 
the rushing of blood in my ears, echoed by the pumping of 
the jungle drum in my chest. 


Bree gets herself off the couch, saunters over to me, and 
tracing her fingertip around the rim of my bottle as it rests, 
sticking straight up between my legs, she bites her lip 
again, her whole body trembling. 


“Wanna another one...? I can pull the top off it for you,” she 
coos, and I stifle a groan as I watch her saunter back out to 
the kitchen, fetching me another beer. 


I watch as she lets her dad touch her hair, stroke her face 
as she squeezes him from behind while he’s on the phone. 


I growl in disapproval, but only cope knowing she’s coming 
straight back to me. 


For me. 


Always for me from now on, lll make sure of it. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


I have a sore neck, sure, but I just know I could manage 
going down on him. What would that even feel like? 


The thought of his length standing straight up, thick and 
tall, and as hard as that glass bottle... It’s almost enough to 
make my legs not work at all. 


The only thing I feel like doing is getting off my damned 
legs and onto Kit’s cock. 


My god! Listen to yourself. 


I’ve never even thought anything like this, about anyone. 
Ever. The very thought of him, not to mention the sight of 
him here, in the living room at full attention. It’s certainly 
changed me into a sex-crazed lunatic in the space of an 
afternoon. 


And to think I almost didn’t come this weekend... I had... 
well. I had nothing else to do. 


Read most likely, maybe see a movie on my own and get a 
pizza. Big life I got going back there. 


His eyes are eating me up, I can feel it. Before I even know 
what I’m doing, I’m flashing him, right there from my spot, 
fighting hard not to moan out loud. I can hear dad on the 
phone, but the whole room’s doing that thing, where 
everything gets misty around the edges and it’s just me and 
Kit, just like when he kissed me. 


Nothing else exists, except us. 


Kit drains his beer, raising his brows in invitation. I can see 
he’s indisposed, so I offer to get him another beer. 


I know he’s not a big drinker, neither is my dad. But the 
thought of finding at least one thing I can do to please him, 
to get closer to him, even just for a few seconds more is too 
much to resist. 


Passing dad on the way back out of the kitchen, he strokes 
my hair as I hug him from behind. I can hear the Sheriff on 
the other end, like Kit and my dad, they’re just shooting the 
breeze, talking trout and tackle. 


Suits me, I can head back to my man. If all I have is a night 
of flashing him and fetching him beers though, I’m gonna 
need a towel. I’m drenched already. 


I almost drop the beer, jumping out of my skin as a huge 
crack of thunder shakes the whole house, and the lights 
flicker for a second but stay on. 


I can hear dad saying something louder, trying to speak 
over the thunder, and Kit gets so bold as to slide his hand 
up the inside of my thigh for a second, catching a bead of 
my wetness that runs down to meet his fingers before he 
presses it to his lips. 


I take his empty bottle and watch as he draws on the 
second, using his tongue to flick inside the bottle as he 
drinks. 


Have to sit down, I can feel my whole body shaking. I think 
this is what coming feels like... it’s happening right now and 
I’m standing in the living room. 


“Kit... Katt” 


My dad pokes his head around from the kitchen, his face is 
all business, something is wrong I can tell. I feel a jolt of 
adrenalin in my chest, certain dad knows about us, about 
everything. 


Dad’s looking past me though, his eyes fixed on Kit. It 
interrupts me long enough to get to my seat again and I 
vow not to move for some time, and try not to look at Kit 
directly. 


“Sheriff Chambers, Kit. He’s got a multiple MVA about 
twenty miles from here... just came through on his radio 
while we were talking. I’ll get ready, he’ll come through on 
the CB with the details.” 


I can see Kit getting up, ready as always for action when 
duty calls. 


“Where are you going?” my dad asks him, glancing at his 
beer, then looking puzzled as he notes the man’s crotch. 


“Uh... It’s my job?” Kit reminds him, but dad’s frowning. 


“Nope. Kit. Nuh uh. You’ve just had two beers and I need 
someone to watch Bree.” 


I hear myself starting to whine, then almost squeal with 
excitement as I realize this is my big chance. 


It’s happening! It’s actually happening! 


I feel for those people in the accident, I really do, but dad’s 
the best. He’ll save everyone he always does. 


Kit’s a mouthful of protests. He really wants to go, but we 
all know dad’s word as his commanding officer is also final. 


“You'll stay here, Kit. That’s an order, okay buddy? I got 
this, really. Just...just make nachos and watch the storm, 
keep Bree safe from the bogeyman,” he says. Lightening 
the mood as he leaves the room, Kit follows but I can tell 
he’s thinking exactly the same things I am. 


As soon as that truck’s gone so are my panties. 
Ah sweet Jesus, it’s finally happening. 


I’m shaking with delight, and I can hear him taking final 
instructions from my dad, to phone ahead to the hospitals in 
the area, telling them to be ready for anything. It’s a bad 
crash by the sound of it, but like dad says, it’s Kit’s night off. 


That’s an order! 


Forgetting my neck, I cry out in pain, hopping from one 
lamp to the next, turning on some low light, which is 
shattered in between bursts of sheet lightning high up on 
the hilltops. The lake lights up like a silver dollar, its 
smoothness rippled with dark foil lines tipped with white 
water, tossed up by the wind as it starts to howl down 
through the pines, driving rain sideways with it. 


I’ve never felt so in the mood for a storm, knowing the 
strong arms, and the thick, hard man waiting to shield me 
from it. 


There’ll be a bigger storm to weather, for sure. If dad finds 
out, but right now, I’m running on primal lust, and loving it. 


If dad finds out? When he finds out... 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


K: 


It’s just reflex. When I hear about the MVA, I spring into 
action. I can’t even watch some shows, movies... read books 
especially. How they get everything wrong, and wind me up 
at the same time. Real life’s always more exciting and 
always for the wrong reasons. 


Mark’s getting changed into his gear. We keep a locker by 
the hall, in a separate closet. It has a small amount of gear, 
but mainly uniforms and the like, for nights like this when 
we, when Mark gets it in his head to go working when he 
should be relaxing. 


Tonight, I don’t mind one bit. And, for the first time in my 
life I’m glad I had a beer, which I usually don’t do. 


“T’ll only be coordinating things for the county sheriff’s 
department,” he says, matter of fact as he hitches up his 
overalls, gets a couple of trauma bags ready, giving them 
the once over, even though I know everything in there is 
good to go, 24/7. 


“I can update you Kit, but there’s really no need...” he trails 
off, suddenly remembering something he wants to bring 
from his room, I hang by the front door, feeling more like a 
spectator than a trained medic myself. 


A couple of beers and I’m not fit for duty, I know that, plus. 
It’s like Mark says, he’s only going to coordinate. County 
ambulances will be in attendance. 


Ordinarily, I’d be sore at not going, but the thought of Bree 
in the next room, eager and waiting for me. 


It’s like one of those miracles I was hoping for, but only to 
be alone with her, god. I wouldn’t wish a car crash on 
anyone. I hope everyone’s going to be alright. 


Mark gives me a stern look as he grabs his bags, “You still 
here?” he jokes, “Kit. Go have another beer, watch the 
storm with Bree, get an early night. I’ll be back when I get 
back, maybe even tomorrow, we'll see what happens.” 


I offer to walk him to his truck, but I don’t want to appear 
too desperate to see him go, he calls out to Bree, who does 
a great job of answering back, not sounding very 
interested. 


“And Kit? Look after my baby girl, alright?” he says finally, I 
can sense his trust again, his comradeship. I feel terrible for 
the thoughts that flash before my mind’s eye as he even 
says her name. 


Oh, I'll look after her alright, several times tonight at least, 
I hope... 


Once the door closes, I’ve practically got my hand on my 
zipper, my length so hard it hurts straining against the tight 
denim but tell myself to take a few deep breaths. 


I’ve got to slow down, this is getting to be- 


But Mark’s truck, I can hear it peeling off up the gravel, out 
onto the dirt driveway. 


I groan out loud, I know it’s hopeless. Like I’ve been 
possessed by the devil himself, I rush back to the lounge, 
practically colliding with Bree, who’s already undoing her 
blouse, her breasts spilling free and I groan aloud, groping 
towards them greedily. 


Growling with delight as I pull her towards me, taking one 
of her breasts in my mouth, making a smacking sound with 
it that makes her moan my name. 


Her neck brace is gone, and so are her panties, my hands 
run up her creamy thighs, silky soft and straight to her 
special place, which is drenched, ready for me. 


I can smell her sweetness, her stiff arousal showing in her 
chest as well as her mound, as I easily free her thickened 
clit from its hood, thumbing it gently as our mouths 
connect, tongues dancing again. 


Her humming moans go right through me, down to my dick, 
which we’re both fighting to free as we kiss, a tangled mess 
of arms, hair and hands. 


I love it. I love her, I know I do. 
I’m going to claim her tonight if it’s the last thing I ever do. 


Lifting her up, I feel her legs wrap around my waist, I want 
an extra set of hands now, to touch every part of her I 
crave, to reach all of her that I want in one go. 


Holding her up easily with one hand supporting her, the 
other freeing my aching rod, I groan with relief as the air 
finally hits me. I’m heading back for the lounge, but Bree 
lets me know she wants it in her room. 


I toss her onto her bed, taking my jeans off in record time 
as I watch her spreading herself wide on her bed for me, 
hitching her skirt up, bunching it with her fingers as she 
writhes on her sheets, almost whimpering, begging me to 
take her. 


n 


“Here...” is all she can manage, using both her hands to 
spread her pussy wide open for me, I go straight to it with 
my mouth, her whole body stiffening as my mouth covers 
her entirely. 


Using both hands, I finally get to squeeze her magnificent 
ass, pulling her whole sweetness right into my face. I claw 
her behind with my fingers, spreading her cheeks then 
pressing them back together, lashing her in time with my 
tongue on her swollen nub, which feels like a berry about to 
burst in my mouth. 


My whole face is a river in no time, her sweet nectar 
running freely, so hard I can hardly catch it all in my mouth. 
I want to stop to kiss her, to let her taste herself, but her 
commands of urgency tell me how close she is to coming on 
my face with that sweet hole of hers, so I keep growling into 
her, the deep sounds coming from me speeding up the 
process and in a second her back arches and she starts to 
shudder all over, drenching me with wave after wave of her 
first explosive climax on my face. I feel my shaft twitching in 
anticipation as I fight to control the urge to release myself. 


No... I have to save it for her every drop is gonna go inside 
her sweet hole. 


It takes some time for her climax to subside, it’s drawn out 
by my uncontrollable urge to keep her in my mouth, 
sucking and kissing her sweet pink pussy. I just can’t get 
enough of her. 


When I finally come up for air, her smile says it all and I 
know I’ve done good, but the best is yet to come and my 
aching length is telling me that if I don’t unload soon, 
something’s gonna break down there. 


Kissing her, I stiffen even more when I hear her moans of 
pleasure as she tastes her own juices, kissing them from my 
stubble. My cock’s so hard, resting on the inside of her 
thigh, it feels like it’s about to go off all on its own. 


“What is it?” I ask her, noticing she looks suddenly 
uncomfortable. 


“Are you alright, do you want me to-” 
“Tm a... a virgin.” she whispers, sounding ashamed. 
But I couldn’t be happier. 


She sheds some tears, and I kiss them all away, ready to tell 
her how happy this makes me. 


“So you'll be mine, my only.” I growl. “Nobody else’s baby, 
just mine.” 


“You don’t mind?” she asks, and I feel my heart explode in 
my chest. 


“Mind? How could I mind? I love you Bree. C’mere.” 


We kiss again, then instead of wanting to do anything else I 
just hold her for what feels like hours, probably is. Just lying 
there, holding each other. I pull the covers over us when it 
gets chilly, and we listen to the rain on the roof together. I 
doze off a few times and each time I wake, or have her jerk 
in my arms when the thunder goes off again. I smile, happy 
as she nuzzles up against me. 


My aching member won’t go down, but it’s alright. I’ve 
pleased my woman. I’ve staked my claim and it’s only when 


She tells me she’s ready that I’ll show her how a real man 
treats his woman right. 


I feel happy for the first time in my whole life. 
Complete. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


I thought I’d be some kind of sex machine once I got a hold 
of Kit. That I’d go at it all night with him, draining his balls 
and leaving him a shriveled husk of a man in the bed next to 
me. 


Truth? 


Once he made me come and I told him I’m a virgin, I felt as 
weak as a kitten and was so glad when he just told me he 
loved me, told me everything was alright and we could do it 
when I was ready. 


The best sleeping pill is a two hundred pound, athletic male 
who only wants to spoon and stroke my hair all night. I’ve 
never slept right through a storm, but with Kit, it was like 
being wrapped in a big warm cloud, waking up was almost 
a shame except I get to see him all over again. 


But he’s not in the bed next to me when I wake up. 


The dream I was having, him holding me, it’s not the one 
that matches real life once I open my eyes. 


The thunder pulls my lids open, the storm’s still going 
strong and without Kit holding me, I feel my first pangs of 
fear and apprehension. About the storm, about him and 
what we did... dad, everything. 


Squeezing my eyes shut, I try and get back to sleep, willing 
myself to forget about everything, even for just a few more 
hours, but it’s no use. I’m awake and something in me 
needs to know where he is. 


I miss him already. 


Over the rolling thunder and the shimmer of rain from the 
tin roof, the warmth of him still in my bed next to me, I get 
something else. Something that stirs my senses some more. 


Bacon. 
Then coffee, and toast... 


My god, either dad’s back or... if Kit’s made me breakfast, I 
swear IlI fuck him... 


Right after we eat, I’m starving. 


I hear my door creak so I pretend to be asleep still. If it is 
dad, there’s no way I want him to know what’s happened, if 
it’s Kit though... 


“Morning.” I hear him say softly, stroking my hair back, and 
another shot of thunder with a perfectly timed flash of 
lightning illuminates Kit against the open doorway behind 
him. 


He’s wearing track pants and another of those EMT t-shirts, 
a white one this time, and I can see his dark, ripped body 
flexing underneath as he holds a loaded breakfast tray with 
one hand. 


I gasp, wanting to ask about dad, about everything that 
happened last night, but I’m so hungry, plus Kit’s eyes are 
so relaxed. He’s not worried, so why should I be? 


“I got a message, your dad’s still busy, they had a few 
dramas last night.” 


I sit up fully, wide awake now, “Is he alright?” I ask, 
suddenly concerned for dad, even over everything else. 


“He’s fine,” Kit reassures me, and waits until I’m sitting up 
properly while he helps put some pillows behind my head, 
resting the tray on the dresser for now. 


“How’s the neck?” he asks, and as if by magic, I get a 
shooting pain at the mention of it. 


“Fine!” I lie, noticing Kit looking at me sideways. 


“Fine, huh? Well, we’ll see... maybe some aspirin after 
breakfast will help if it’s still sore. I don’t think it’s anything 
more than a sprain. No headache, pins or needles?” 


I could have him examine me. 


“T do have this terrible ache...” I begin, and I feel terrible as 
I watch his face fall, seeing his concern. 


“Where, show me.” He says suddenly. 


I lift back the covers, and take his hand, I put it straight on 
my mound, which starts to tremble at his touch. 


“Oh... I see...” Kit growls, settling himself down on his 
knees by the bed, greedily taking in my nakedness with his 
eyes. Laying his huge hand right on me, he lets his other 
hand trace right down my whole body from my face, 
pausing at my stiffening nipples, before letting it join his 
other hand as he opens my legs fully, breathing me in like 
morning air off the lake. 


“Ts it serious?” I ask him innocently. 


“I think I have something for that ache.” He says, still 
growling, a devilish grin on his lips. 


“But first, I want to watch you eat something, we skipped 
dinner last night and I don’t want to see you not eating 
right. Here...” 


He walks on his knees a couple of steps, over to the dresser 
and fetches the tray, and I make a space next to myself for 
it. I move the covers back over me, but Kit’s not having that. 


“Ah... I’d like my breakfast with a view, please...” he says in 
a deep, commanding tone, sending a shiver of fresh arousal 
through me, almost taking my mind off the steaming pile of 
bacon, sausage and egg. 


Almost. 


The thought of anyone else seeing me eat so close, let alone 
naked would normally send my anxiety through the roof. 
But with Kit, everything with Kit, it’s like the most natural 
thing in the world. I don’t feel him judging me or even 
focusing on anything much. He’s just happy to be with me, 
like we’ve finally joined the dots and can be ourselves now. 


But there’s still one more thing we need to do, I know it and 
I know he’s thinking about it as much as I am while we both 
eat. 


He feeds me a couple of mouthfuls of his food, but I like to 
eat on my own. Spoon feeding is for babies and I need to 
get this down so we can go straight to dessert. 


The thunder and lightning dies down, but the rain, it’s 
coming down heavier than ever. 


I think of my dad again, out there in the rain. I hope he’s 
safe, and just can’t help feeling bad all over again about 


what we’re doing. I mean, this is his house too. 


Reading my mind, Kit takes my empty plate and takes the 
tray up from the bed, “Let’s just enjoy today, okay? We can 
deal with your dad when the time comes. Let’s not spoil our 
fun now.” 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


Kit’s right. I shouldn’t think about stuff that hasn’t even 
happened yet. He’s not mad I’m worried about dad, I know 
he is too. I mean, neither of us wants to hurt dad, but I just 
know he’ll freak when he finds out. 


I just wish we could be someplace else. 
Well.. we haven’t really done it yet either... so... 


I’m trying to reason with myself. Maybe we could wait until 
we get back after the weekend. Kit and I could just spend 
some time getting to know each other better. There’s no 
reason to go rushing into things. 


Who am I kidding? I can barely move without almost 
coming, just at the thought of him inside me. I’m totally 
useless right now, and I wasn’t kidding about that ache, it’s 
crippling me. 


Kit’s got the cure alright, and I need him now more than 
ever. We have to do it before dad gets back, we must. 


We can get to know each other better afterwards, I promise 
I’ll be a good girl after we do it. Once he claims me, good 
and proper, then I’ll be unplugged. I won’t be so hung up on 
the physical side of things. 


Right? 


As soon as Kit comes back a few moments later, I hear the 
urgency in my own voice as I call his name. I peel back the 
covers again and watch his eyes widen with desire, his 
thickness at near full attention in two or three heart beats, 
the time it takes for him to get back over to the bed, to 
come over to me. 


Ready to claim me. 


“Are you sure?” he asks, and I watch the whole room 
pumping up and down in time with my head. I’ve never 
been more certain of anything in my life. 


If there was a record for undressing, Kit beats it, and I 
don’t even mind that I don’t get to peel his clothes off that 
rippling body. I just know one thing, that it’s now or never 
and I need him inside me, right fucking now. 


He wants to go down on me again, but the near annoyed 
urgency in my cries, the whimpering moan I let out as I tug 
at his hair, pulling his face back up to me, then putting my 
arms as far around his huge back as I can reach laying 
down... I think he gets the message. 


There’s a moment of concern in his eyes, like I might be 
sick, or some sort of complication from my neck. But once 
my hand grips his thick rod and starts tugging it towards 
my twitching hole, which makes me gasp as I feel it opening 
wider, ready for him. He knows, and I know too, that this is 
the moment we’ve both been waiting for. 


“Once I claim you Bree, you’re mine forever, understand?” 
Kit says firmly. 


I can feel myself writhing underneath him, trying hard to 
pull him inside me, but he’s using his strength to hold back, 
to make sure I understand him. 


I nod furiously, whining like a wild animal, the wetness is 
pouring from me now, something’s been unlocked and it 
needs him inside me to complete the circuit. 


“Pleeeaasseee...” I beg him, “I want you so bad Kit.” 


I’m gasping for air, but it’s his cock I’m hungriest for, and I 
jump suddenly as I feel the smooth heat of his head resting 
against my swollen lips. 


Kit growls low and uses his supreme strength to hover 
above me, circling my entrance with his rigid, plum sized 
tip which I can feel pulsing against me, both our heart beats 
like a drum. 


I force myself in concentration to work him inside me, 
slowly but firmly. I cry out as I grip the sheets, scrunching 
them with my hands, before settling on holding Kit for 
support instead, he’s so calm and focused, his eyes are 
pinned to mine, making sure I’m alright. Making sure he’s 
not missing a second of this either. 


I want to have him thrust up inside me, but after a few 
moments, like my plans for the first night. It’s pretty clear 
that Kit’s a big boy and its gonna take some warming up 
before I’m riding him properly. 


He inches inside me, and my eyes widen as I stretch, 
shuddering, calling out Kit’s name, who keeps assuring me 
softly and firmly that everything’s fine. He doesn’t have to 
tell me, I’ve never felt anything so good, and if this is just 


the beginning, then sign me up for a lifetime subscription to 
the Kit’s cock club. 


Kit pulls out, making me pout and I realize it’s only been his 
tip inside me so far, he reaches a hand down and gives 
himself a squeeze, making me feel a warm slick of his 
precome join my own wetness, and he uses it to slide back 
inside me, making me lift my hips up, thrusting forward as I 
gradually make him penetrate me fully. 


The last few inches, he slides in easier, I feel a sharpness for 
a second, which makes me wince, but after that, I feel like 
I’m ready for some real action. 


I wiggle and twist under him until with one movement and a 
final thrust of his, I gasp aloud as Kit’s finally all the way in, 
and I can feel him straight away in some place which makes 
my whole body start to jerk and shake straight away. 


I’m climaxing again, on his cock this time and it feels a 
thousand times better than it did last night. Something in 
me seems to know, and right away I decide that I want Kit’s 
baby inside me. I want him forever for real. And I want to 
be his forever, for real. Just like he said. 


In no time, we have a rhythm going and I feel that first 
climax stretch out over what feels like a year, with each 
thrust and grind from Kit all the way deep inside me 
igniting the same spark all over again, it’s the best feeling 
in the whole world and I want his seed inside me now more 
than ever. 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


K: 


I have the phone in my hand, in the kitchen after breakfast. 
I wanna call Mark, I really do. I have to tell him, it’s the 
right thing to do. 


But I just can’t. 


I tell myself a bunch of reasons why, number one being the 
damned rain and thunder on the roof. I can hardly hear 
myself think, let alone make phone calls. 


I got his message though, he’s tied up, workaholic that he 
is, once he gets on a roll there’s no stopping him. If there’s 
one man in the whole county who can lead a crisis to 
recovery, it’s Mark. 


It’s his gift. 


Mine on the other hand, is waiting for me in the next room, 
and I’m starting to think I don’t know if I can wait, I mean, 
I’ve got male anatomy here with a mind of its own. If I don’t 
unload soon, there could be permanent damage. 


Feels like it anyway. 


My prayers are answered as soon as I see her, she’s in 
desperate need of it as much as I am. 


See! She is the one for you, it’s meant to be. 


Once I make sure she’s okay, I finally work my way inside 
her, and damn! If she isn’t the tightest thing ever. I can’t 
even remember the last time I was with a woman, but I 
know that now I’m home, with Bree, I need never even 
think about that stuff ever again either. 


I swear I’m about to blow as soon as I get inside her. She’s 
so tight, warm and feels like she was just made for me, but 
as soon as I feel her magic spot, all the way deep inside her, 
I seem to get harder than ever and feel like I could fuck 
forever. 


I feel her shuddering under me in no time at all, but her 
body urges me to keep going, to keep giving it to her. Her 
eyes are so wide, almost black with her own arousal, and 
the urgent grinding of her tunnel over my meat is signal 
enough that she’s only just getting started. 


While I stay inside her, she wants me to take her in so many 
different positions, I start to feel like a gymnast, I sense my 
own time is coming and groaning, I let her know as much. 


She gets on her back again, and guides me as deep as I can 
go back inside her. Her thick legs give me the best 
cushioning, and I feel so lucky she has a real body, 
something a man of my size can grab onto and really feel 
against me. 


She lifts her legs high, with her heels hanging over my 
shoulders as she lifts her hips high and I slide both my 
hands under her, getting so deep I call out in disbelief, my 
cock starting to twitch deep inside her as my balls rise up, 
ready to fill her completely. 


“Take me Kit...” she says again, and with a whimpering plea 
that’s beyond words, it draws the very heart and essence 
out of me. I feel it traveling up my shaft, which swells to 
breaking point before it floods her in heaving pulses. 


We both moan out loud as I feel my seed filling her and she 
greedily wiggles herself down onto me further, getting 
every last inch, every last drop of me before she succumbs 
to her own final and explosive climax. 


I’m locked inside her, and she’s got her nails digging into 
my sides as she pulls on me, urging me closer to her as we 
both feel our bodies disappear, finally becoming one in the 
best way possible. 


I’ve never felt anything like it, not alone or with anyone 
else, and I just know Bree hasn’t either. Something magical 
just happened and we both know it without even having to 
say a word. 


She clenches down on me, long after our shared climax is 
over, the smallest waves and ripples of it still echoing inside 
us both. The rain on the roof, I can hear it again. There’s 
thunder and some lightning too, I haven’t noticed any while 
being with Bree. The whole world could have ended and we 
wouldn’t even know. 


Our new world has just started though, that’s for sure. 


“I love you Kit,” she murmurs. I feel myself slipping out of 
her and we both sigh at the loss. 


“T love you more,” I tell her and I mean it. There’s nothing I 
love more in the world now, now that she’s finally mine. 


“Do you think...” she starts to ask, but I stop her. 


“T think I might need a little bit of a rest.” I assure her, and I 
mean it, making her giggle as she punches my chest softly. 


“No... I mean, do you think a girl can tell the moment she 
gets pregnant?” 


I watch her eyes as I think about it, she’s waiting for me to 
react badly. I can tell she regrets asking me so suddenly. 


I kiss her gently, full on the lips and then whisper into her 
ear, “I think a girl can, and I hope you just did... I love you 
Bree and I want to have a whole houseful of babies with 
you... if that’s what you want.” 


She exhales dreamily, pulling me closer again, hugging my 
neck. 


“Oh, I want Kit Bannon. I definitely want.” 


I tell her she can have anything she wants starting right 
now, now that she’s mine, I don’t have anything else I need 
in this whole world, other than what we create together. 


Collapsing beside her again, I feel myself relaxed fully for 
once. I feel relief, happiness and certainty. A space has been 
filled inside me, inside my life. 


We both fall asleep again naturally, forgetting everything 
again, even the rain and the storm outside, which hasn’t 
stopped for a second since yesterday. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


I don’t know how long I’ve slept, but I’m suddenly wide 
awake, the taste of Kit and my breakfast still on my mouth. I 
wonder where he’s gotten to, but tell myself not to worry. 


You’ve got him... and he’s got you, nothing to worry about 
anymore. 


But there is something to worry about, and the fresh 
memory of it makes me bolt upright, suddenly sick to my 
stomach. 


The wind and rain outside, on the roof, it hasn’t let up and I 
can hear something banging somewhere in the house. 


A shutter come loose maybe? I’m not sure. Kit will.. 


But I hear it again, louder, more insistent. Something’s not 
right and hurrying out of bed, I wrap a robe around myself, 
shivering with a chill. 


It’s not a shutter banging, it’s the front door. I feel my heart 
in my throat as I race towards it, watching the wild weather 
outside. Lightning flashes while the rain beats down still, 


the wind has whipped up along the whole hillside, bending 
trees and of course, thrashing the door open and closed, 
the entrance rug caught up in the frame, stopping the door 
from closing each time it hits. 


I right the rug with my foot, and open my mouth to call out 
for Kit. I’m fully scared now, but something else catches my 
eyes and makes me close the door calmly and quietly. 


I can see my dad’s truck parked right behind Kit’s. 
He’s here. 
He’s come back while I slept. 


I feel my mouth go dry and I feel sick again, like I need the 
bathroom but it’s only the realization that I have to face my 
dad, knowing that he already knows somehow. Knowing 
that Kit’s gone too. 


But where? 


I creep along the hall, my head down, fumbling with the 
cord on my robe as I twist it nervously, desperately trying to 
come up with something to tell dad. Who I know before I 
even get there, is waiting for me at the kitchen table. 


He looks old. Older than I know he is. His face looks gray 
and his EMT uniform is covered in mud, grime and what 
looks like dried blood. 


He looks terrible. His eyes are staring ahead, faraway but I 
know he can see me as I walk over to the table. 


“How long?” is all he says, his voice is thin, but with a 
sharpness to it that I don’t like. It’s not how I like dad to 
sound, not talking to me anyway. 


“Excuse me?” I ask him, trying not to sound short, but I 
can’t help it. If I was hoping to have this out with him 


without conflict, I guess I got it wrong. 


“How long have you been fucking Kit for!” he roars, making 
me jump and almost run back into my room. 


The sound of him yelling is met with more thunder and a 
huge bolt of lightning across the whole lake. It’s 
spectacular, but I know I can’t get out of the storm that I’m 
inside. 


“That’s between me and Kit,” I hear myself saying, drawing 
the collar of my robe up around my neck, wishing I’d gotten 
dressed first, maybe had a shower. But how was I to know? 


Dad shakes his head to himself, a bitter little laugh escaping 
his lips, “I should’ve known really... the way he looked at 
you when we left... that damned picture of him on your 
phone, oh yes! Bree, I know a lot of things that you don’t 
think I notice... You think I’m stupid, don’t ya?” 


I feel hurt, like there’s a shooting pain in my chest and belly. 


“Dad, please... don’t say that... let’s just sit here and talk 
about it... L..” 


But I don’t think he hears me, he’s so mad he’s beyond 
shouting anymore. He sounds so cold, so distant and I can 
feel myself starting to cry. I never wanted to hurt my dad, 
not in a million years. Since mom left, I’ve always tried to 
make sure he never gets upset, we always made sure we 
never so much as raised our voices. Until now. 


“I thought he would stay here with you, look after you so 
you didn’t get scared with the storm... I left him here, made 
sure of it... this storm’s terrible Bree came outta nowhere. I 
would never have come up here if itd been forecast... 
Never come up here if I’d known you would...” 


“Stop it!” I shout, as another crackle of thunder tears 
through the air, “I love Kit, dad. I’m an adult now and I 
don’t need your permission to do anything... He loves me 
too, we would’ve told you... it all just happened so fast.” 


He looks up at me, finally. His eyes as cold as his words, like 
he’s disowned me, like he doesn’t love me. I feel like 
something inside me breaks. I want Kit here, I need him 
now more than ever. 


“Where’s Kit?” I ask dad, resolving that if we have to have 
this conversation, we may as well get it all out in the open, 
get the hurting done so we can all move on with our lives. 


Mine and Kit’s included. I’m his woman now, and he’s my 
man. End of story. 


“He’s gone...” dad trails off. “I hit him, told him you can’t 
love him, you can’t have him... he went... he left... he’s 
gone...” 


How can he have gone? I didn’t hear anything. 


The weather outside reminds me how come I didn’t hear 
anything. It’s like a hurricane out there now, and Kit’s out 
there? 


“Tell me where Kit is, daddy... Tell me right now!” I bark at 
him, but he’s crying now, shaking his head, looking more 
beat up than the day I remember he found out mom had 
gone away. I was so young, but I’ll never forget his face that 
day. 


This time, today, he looks even worse. 


I shake him by the shoulders, trying to snap him out of it, 
“Tell me where he is!” I scream, my hand raised, ready to 
slap some sense into him when he slowly lifts his eyes. 


“I'm sorry, Bree. He’s gone.” 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


K: 


I wish I could sleep like Bree through this storm. I’ve always 
been an early riser, so I risk waking her by taking my arm 
back from under her and get up. I wash the dishes, and 
have a shower, checking the time, then my phone. Making 
another twenty excuses not to call Mark in my mind. 


I glance at the empty fireplace, he’ll know something’s up if 
I don’t get a fire going. Weather like this, Bree and me 
sitting around an empty fireplace, our teeth chattering? I 
don’t think so, and I know Mark wouldn’t buy that story 
either. 


But I don’t want to tell him stories. I’ve claimed Bree, she’s 
mine now. I just have to tell him straight up. Man to man. 


If he doesn’t like it... 


Hearing his truck pull up, even over the weather, I figure 
now’s as good a time as any. I quickly change from my bath 
towel to track pants and a sweatshirt, softly closing Bree’s 
door as I pass it. 


I’ve known Mark most of my life, and as soon as his eyes 
meet mine once he’s opened the door, he knows. 


I know he knows, and he knows that I know he knows. 
The game is up. 


Was she worth it? I can almost hear him thinking it as I 
watch his hands clench into fists. 


Hell yeah she’s worth it. There is no ‘was.’ She is worth 
everything. 


Without giving me a second glance, Mark drops his bag 
next to the one I never unpacked by the front door and 
going around through the front room, then through the 
kitchen, he checks in my room behind me. He ducks his 
head in the doorway, stopping only to glance in on Bree in 
her room on his way back to the kitchen. 


“Kit,” he calls out, only loud enough so I can hear him over 
the storm, careful not to shout and wake Bree up, but I do 
register his tone. It’s his kick ass voice he’s got on. 


I take a breath, and remind myself to keep calm, no matter 
what happens. 


He’s sitting at the head of the table once I get there. 


“Your bed’s awfully neat, Kit. And the bag you packed for 
the whole weekend, sitting right by the front door... leaving 
early, or you never even slept in it?” His tone is strange, 
strange to me. 


I’ve had guys get heavy with me plenty of times, emotions 
tend to run high on the job. But I never thought I’d hear 
Mark speaking like this to me though. 


“Look, Mark...” I start to say, figuring now has to be the 
moment. 


“No!” He calls out, holding up his hand, “You listen to me, 
Kit. I just finished a twelve hour stretch, not sitting down 
once, hauling ass to make sure good, hard-working people 
got someplace safe, got the help they needed... Don’t 
fucking ‘Look Mark’ me when I get back here... when it’s 
almost the middle of the god damned afternoon and Bree’s 
asleep... pretty obvious to what’s been fuckin’ goin’ on!” 


I breathe deep again, giving him all the time he needs to 
get it off his chest before I say anything, it’s pointless trying 
to argue the obvious, like he says. 


Mark’s shorter than I am, but we’re the same age. I know 
he could still beat me at wrestling, in the ring with a ref, but 
right now, in our lake house? I don’t even want to go there. 


I don’t want to come to blows with my best friend. 
The truth is hurting us both enough, I can tell. 


His emotions are getting the better of him, and I can see 
silver in his deep blue eyes, “Just tell me you didn’t Kit... I 
couldn’t live with myself if I knew that you... That Bree...” 


I want to go to him, to hug him and tell him it’s just 
something that’s happened, that it’s a shock for him but I 
really do love Bree. I’m gonna take care of her from now on. 


I move over to him, my hand out to touch his shoulder, but 
he’s up in a second, the chair falling backwards behind him. 
His hands are fists and he’s not in the mood for hugs, I can 
just tell. 


“C’mon Mark...” I say gently, “Let’s calm down a little... 
talk...” 


“T want you out of this house, d’ya hear!” he hisses at me, 
his eyes wild suddenly. 


“Mark.” 


“No! Don’t fucking ‘Mark’ me, you prick... I want you and 
your truck outta my god damned driveway or I’IL..” 


“Or you'll what?” I ask, suddenly feeling like maybe I’ve had 
enough of him speaking to me like this, like maybe it’s half 
my lake house too, which it really is. Every nail, every 
board. Every stroke with a brush in this place is as much 
mine as it is Mark’s. 


And Bree’s, of course. 


“Just get out!” He snaps again, his jaw grinding as I can see 
him going red, his whole body shaking with rage. 


Mark’s not into cardio like I am, and I worry for a moment 
about his heart, but when I see his fist coming then feel it 
connect with my nose when I move over to him, that’s when 
I figure it’s time to leave. 


Time out. 


If I stay one second longer, I know I'll break something 
more than his heart. 


I growl in pain, but more from anger than anything else. 


“Why’d you do that!” I ask him, noticing the crimson 
splotches on the floor, then all down my front. 


He’s busted it alright, I can feel it. 


Through the haze of red in front of me, I can see his wild 
eyes as he grips my shirtfront. 


“T want you out, now” he growls, and he pushes me 
backwards, almost making me stumble but I’ve had enough 
already. I’m not going to make a bad situation worse. 


rll come back in a while for Bree. 


I stagger to the door, find my keys and grab my bag. I don’t 
even have to heave the front door, it's blown open as I 
release the latch, the storm front piercing the whole house 
as well as the pain in face as soon as it opens. 


Grimacing from the pain, I groan out loud as I see Mark’s 
truck parked behind mine. 


Well, I won’t be going that way anytime soon. 


I look back, and see Mark wrestling with the door, the mat 
caught up in it, but I can’t look at him right now. I have to 
leave, he’s right. I need to go calm down somewhere else, 
then come back once he’s settled some, take Bree and we 
can go back to mine, sort everything out later. 


“You’re suspended! Effective immediately!” I hear him 
calling out. He calls out something else, about my bag, but I 
can’t hear him over the howling wind. I get to a crossway in 
what’s left of the trails around the boundary of the lake 
house, I can’t believe it. It looks like half the hillside’s been 
washed right away overnight. 


It’s not safe to stay here. 


I feel it in my bones, but I reason a little water is less 
dangerous right now, compared to Mark in a mood so black, 
it’s like nothing I’ve ever seen in him before. 


I only hope he doesn’t act the same way with Bree. 


I’ll give him an hour to cool down, then head back. Bree and 
me, we’re outta here. 


I growl again, once it registers how cold all that rain is, 
riding straight down my back. 


I forgot my waterproof and the sting in my nose is 
spreading to my whole face, icy cold sheets of sharp rain 
stabbing into me aren’t what I’m in the mood for either. 


I’ll head to higher ground, there’s plenty of trees, plenty of 
overhanging rocks to shelter under. 


Hang on Bree. Just give your dad time to settle down a 
little, I’ll be right back. 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


“What do you mean ‘gone’ Dad?” I feel my hand lowering, 
along with my voice. This is no time to panic, not now. Dad 
needs me, Kit needs me. 


I need Kit though, like about five minutes ago... right now. 


After some more tears, I finally get it out of dad, “Kit’s gone 
Bree... I know what you two did, at least... Well. It’s done 
now, isn’t it? I told him to go and he went.” 


“Went where?” I ask, starting to feel my patience 
disappearing, as my voice raises. 


“Out there,” Dad says, staring vacantly out the window, 
across the lake. 


He’s making no sense, but alarm bells are ringing in my 
head. My heart’s thumping again except now it’s for all the 
wrong reasons. 


I know Kit can look after himself, but I also know he 
wouldn’t go charging off into weather like this, not without 
a good reason. 


I notice the blood on the floor as I go back to my room, 
determined to get dressed properly and go find Kit myself. 


I’m about as outdoors as gas heating and dishwashers. 


I’m not. But Kit’s out there, and hurt by the looks of things. 
I’m not thinking clearly either, I know that much, but I can’t 
just sit around like my dad. I need to find him. 


The storm outside growls more thunder, another sharp 
crack of lightning fills the lake as if to test my resolve once I 
decide I’m heading out. 


“Tm going to find him daddy, I don’t know what you did, but 
we'll talk when I get back.” 


By the time it registers with him what I’ve just said, where 
I’m heading, I can hardly hear him over the howling wind. 
I’m halfway up what I think is the trail I remember, the one 
leading up to the road, but it’s so hard to tell. 


I can make out what sounds like my dad calling my name, 
but I don’t care anymore, I want Kit. I need Kit. 


The weather’s already ripped through my outdoors 
ensemble, and I feel cold, wet and miserable after less than 
a minute, but the fire in my heart and in my belly is 
determined to get to Kit, whatever it takes. 


I call out, realizing quickly how dumb an idea coming out 
here is. 


Did Kit really come out here in this? 


I passed his truck and he definitely wasn’t in it, and there’s 
only a few choices when it comes to the trails that are left, 
the rest of the hillside looks like a torrent, with fresh mud 
streaming like water from all sides. The lake house being on 
a narrow Strip of land jutting out to the lake itself is the only 


reason we never noticed. Everything washes straight down 
two narrow gullies, right into the lake. 


I turn back to look down to the house, but all I can see is 
the gray haze of rain mixed with the brown slippery mud, 
which I fall down into a few dozen times in as many 
minutes, kidding myself I make my way up the side of the 
hill. 


I’m still mad with dad though, and when it becomes clear 
that I’m lost, and in real danger of losing my way, I decide 
to head back down. 


It’s too dangerous. Kit must’ve made his way back by now, I 
tell myself. 


I just need to take the next fork to the right. 


But there isn’t one. There’s a bank of trees and nothing but 
mud underneath and thick woodland behind. 


I call out for Kit again, then my dad. Then again for Kit. 
I’m not mad anymore. 
I’m lost and I’m scared. 


I remember dad telling me to stay put if I ever got lost, but I 
need some shelter and fast, otherwise TIl get sick, I know 
that much. 


It’s not my imagination, but the weather actually does 
worsen, with the rain doubling and the wind blowing so 
hard now, I can’t even hear let alone see straight in front of 
me. I’m screaming for help now, anyone will do. 


I don’t regret coming to look for Kit, but I do wish I knew 
what I was doing sometimes. I wished I’d paid more 
attention when dad was going on about all that survival 


stuff, which I’m pretty positive included things like don’t get 
emotional and go rushing out into hurricanes unprepared. 


I catch a glimpse of what looks like a path, but it heads up 
to some higher ground, which suits me the way this water’s 
pouring off the hillside. I take it, and passing a vaguely 
familiar section of broken down gate, I figure I must be 
heading someplace where there’s shelter. 


Something in me makes me stop, I feel edgy about taking 
this way for some reason, I can see Kit in my mind, begging 
me to tell him what I’m doing, but I figure I’m just scared. 


I tear off a strip of my blouse, from underneath my coat and 
tie it onto the old broken down gate. 


If Kit does come this way, I hope he recognizes the lace 
pattern or something... it might leave a clue as to where 
I’m headed... 


Before too long, I realize I’ve gone from dumb to dumber. I 
call out for Kit until I can’t scream anymore, my throat’s 
burning. I’m burning up too, I feel so cold and then so hot. I 
want to tear my clothes off, but then I get so cold I’m 
shivering. 


I catch sight of a dark patch in the rain, a cave? No, it’s a 
tunnel. I think I know where I am now... the last place 
anyone would look for me, the disused mine on the bad side 
of the hill. We call it that, because nobody ever comes here, 
they shouldn’t anyway. That gate I just passed must’ve been 
all the signage telling people to stay out. 


Great. 


You’re a genius, Bree... really. You’ve gone and done it 
again, congratulations. 


My heart leaps when I hear what sounds like Kit calling my 
name, but it could be just the wind. I call back, try to 
anyway. My throat’s red raw from shouting and I feel so 
tired. 


I step forward, out of the rain and into the tunnel, hearing 
my voice echo back down the tunnel as the ground under 
me gives way. 


The last thought I have is of Kit. 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


K: 


I shake my head, my teeth chattering inside it. I’m trained 
to know better than this, I’m a fucking expert for Christ’s 
sake. 


My saving grace is I picked up Mark’s medic bag instead of 
my own when I left, it’s the same type of bag, just filled with 
better stuff. 


I stop and trade my soaked hoodie for the thermal blanket 
poncho which is also weatherproof. I can’t do much about 
my pants for now, and my sneakers, well... they're ruined 
already. 


Five minutes more of this and I decide that no argument or 
bop on the nose is worth risking my life for. I decide to head 
back the way I came, deciding to have a hot shower and 
hope that Mark’s simmered down enough. We can discuss 
things like adults, and either way, we should think about 
preparing ourselves some more for what’s coming with this 
weather, or make plans to leave. 


That’s the sensible, logical thing to do. 


That’s what Mark and I are trained for. 


Not boxing over his daughter in a hurricane, or whatever 
the hell they call this weather cell. 


Global warming? Who knows. Whatever it is, it’s nasty and 
there's lots of it. I need to get back to the house and fast. 


I stop for a second, convinced I can hear somebody calling 
for help. But with this much wind, the rain on the plastic of 
my hood and the hundred other things on my mind, I have 
to tell myself I’m hearing things. 


Checking my watch, I give myself a grim kudos. I’ve come a 
long way in such terrible weather. That is, after I tell myself 
I know where I am and that the lake house should be right 
about... 


There it is! Thank fuck for that. 


I’m never rushing out into bad weather unprepared again. 
Remember that Kit! Never again! 


I can see my truck in front of Marks, and I start to feel 
colder and wetter by the second, realizing I’m shaking all 
over with cold, probably damn near hypothermic. The rain’s 
freezing but that wind, it’s making everything feel like sub- 
zero temperatures. 


I’m under the porch, taking off the soggy mess I call 
clothes, when the door swings open, it’s Mark. He shields 
his face from the weather, then grabs me by the arm, which 
I’m about to snatch back, maybe to return his free nose job 
favor, when I catch the look in his eyes. 


“Tell me she’s with you... for fuck’s sake man, tell me you 
got her...” 


I feel my heart drop right out the bottom of my stomach. 


“What!” is the best I can manage. 
If Bree’s out in this... if anything happens to her. 


No now’s not the time to assign blame. Now’s the time to 
get prepared. 


I push Mark back inside, stripping myself as I dash for the 
bathroom, I need a hot shower and some hydration first, for 
which I give myself one minute. 


“Get my gear ready, Mark. IIl be ready in one minute.” He 
stands staring at me, like I’m crazy. 


“We’re not going out in this, Kit. I’m calling in sky-rescue, 
thermal will pick her up.” 


“And how long until they can safely get airborne? In this... 
tomorrow, maybe the next day? No! I’m going out after her, 
she can’t have gone far.” 


Mark follows me to the bathroom and I stare daggers at 
him, “Why aren’t you at the door Mark, getting our gear 
ready?” I snap at him. 


“Think Kit, just think for a moment... I won’t have us both 
rushing off out in this weather. One person missing is bad 
enough, three bodies is the last thing we need.” 


I shake my head, horrified at what I’m hearing. 


“Is it because we slept together? Are you disowning your 
own daughter now?” I shout, torn between wanting to 
flatten Mark and getting my core temperature back up 
before I gear up and head back out. 


Mark shouts over me, the shower and the storm. 


“Tt’s my training, Kit. It’s called common sense. Yes, Bree’s 
out there in this! But two of us racing out there with no idea 


where she is... it’s just stupid. We wait for back up, that’s an 
order!” 


I count down from thirty in my head, cursing as I realize it’s 
taking longer for me to warm up. It’s close enough. 


I hurriedly dry off, still shaking with anger at how much ofa 
jackass Mark’s being, it’s his own daughter for Christ’s 
sake! 


I push past him, for the last time in my mind. I’m getting my 
gear on when I feel his hand on my shoulder. 


“Stand down, Kit. I’m not letting you go out there alone.” 


“Then wait by a radio,” I growl at him. He tries his hand one 
more time, but this time I have him by the throat, pinning 
him to the wall. 


“You wanna punch me in the nose, fine! You wanna sit here 
while she freezes to death out there? Do it next to a fucking 
radio. I’ll let you know when I’ve found her... then you can 
call for help, if she needs it.” 


I let him go and he flops over like a rag doll, “I don’t need 
your permission, Mark. Bree’s mine now, she belongs to me. 
I’m going to get her off that hillside and that’s all there is to 
it. Stay here if you want, but please! Keep a fucking radio 
live, will ya!” 


I get suited up, check my radio and take a freshly stocked 
medic bag. My uniform weatherproofs are made for this, 
and my boots the same. There’s a thermal imaging scanner 
in another smaller bag, which I take with me, slinging it 
over my shoulder. It’s good for short range, but better than 
nothing. 


I’m halfway out the door when Mark’s hand is on me again. 
He seems to have regained some of his composure. 


“Kit! I’m coming with you.” 


“Too late for that, Mark. Just stay here, keep that radio on. 
I’ve got GPS live, you can see me from anywhere, alright?” 


Mark nods and sheepishly goes to close the door. 
“Kit?” he asks before I go, and I turn, sighing. 


“I’m sorry,” he says, but it’s me who’s sorry. Sorry I left 
without Bree under my arm. Sorry I never hit back, sorry I 
walked away, even for a few minutes. But it’s too late for 
sorry now. 


It’s time to get her back. 


CHAPTER TWENTY 


K: 


Something about having my full gear, my proper uniform 
on. Apart from keeping me warmer and a hell of a lot drier, 
it makes me focus, and I slip into my training better than 
running around the hillside in my pajamas. 


I test the radio, Mark’s there and listening. Knowing him, 
he’ll be raising hell getting rescue out here, which he 
should too. But I can’t just sit inside and wait, my Bree’s out 
in this and I’m gonna find her, or die trying. 


I follow the only way she could’ve gone up, the same way I 
went before, but once I get to that first fork, I just know 
she’s made the wrong turn. Otherwise I would’ve been 
closer to her when I was out last, I’m sure of that much. 


I radio in my position, telling Mark where I’m headed. 


“I think she’s headed to the old mines by mistake. Once 
there she could have some shelter, so fingers crossed. Out.” 


I don’t want to chat with Mark about what-if’s and whatever 
he thinks, I’m in charge now. In charge of finding Bree and 


for every day of our lives together after that. 


There’s a grand total of less than a few square miles she 
could be. Doesn’t sound much, and it isn’t. If the weather 
was fine, if there wasn’t danger of landslides and 
hypothermia, I’d be concerned, but not this worried. 


We’ve rescued folks from the end of their driveways in some 
blizzards, once disoriented, and if ill-prepared, like I was a 
few minutes ago, going out dressed for a jog, it can prove 
fatal fast. 


I hope Bree’s somewhere out of the wind, at least. 
This damned wind. 


I stop again, sure I hear something this time. It’s definitely 
a voice, isn’t it? 


I can’t be a hundred percent certain, but I’m heading in 
that direction anyway. With two trails visible and only one 
leading away from the lake, away from the torrent of run 
off... she has to be up there. 


She just has to be. 


My heart freezes when I see the white fabric. Right on the 
collapsed lumber that was on my list of things to fix while 
we’re up here. It’s tied on, and it wasn’t there yesterday, 
plus I can see it’s the same pattern Bree had on her blouse. 
Snatching it up to my face, there’s no mistaking her scent 
even with the rain, and it sets my heart quaking again, 
determined more than ever to find her and soon. 


There’s slicks of mud running down the hillside, carrying 
larger boulders with them by the second. 


All the signs of an imminent slide are here, I just hope I can 
get to her in time, before the whole mine collapses. 


Hold on Bree, I’m coming. 


I try and keep calm, trying to think where a girl who 
already knows she’s lost might go. Getting this side of the 
hill means she’s come too far. 


She’d need shelter, she’d know to sit tight. 
I hope. 


The only place visible and that I could reason would be 
suitable is the entrance to the old mines, the only opening 
that hasn’t fully collapsed over the years anyway. 


It’s far from ideal, but it would get her out of this wind. 


I call out, having my voice thrown straight back at me. I’d 
rather not risk going into the mine myself unless I know 
she’s in there for sure. There’s too many collapsed tunnels 
underneath and the way this whole hillside’s looking. 


I reach for the bag on my shoulder, firing up the thermal 
imaging scanner. It’s good for a range of about a hundred 
feet. 


C’mon... C’mon... 


Starting behind me first, I scan slowly through the rain, 
wind and the woods. There’s a few hot spots, but too small 
to be human, most likely wildlife. 


Once I get around to the mine’s opening, I gasp, nearly 
dropping the damned thing as I curse myself for not 
scanning that way to begin with. 


She’s in there, down there... Her temp’s showing and it’s 
not great, but she’s alive. 


Treading carefully, I make my way in. I can see two recent 
collapses, both in the same tunnel she’s trapped in 
underneath. Lighting up the opening with blue lights and 


my head lamp, I look for a way down to her, none of them 
looking very good. 


a Kit! n 


The sound of her voice makes me gasp again, my heart 
pounding in my chest as I feel so helpless, no superman 
able to just leap down fifteen feet to scoop her up. 


“Stay still, Bree! If you can hear me, just stay still. Don’t 
move an inch, I’m coming for you.” 


The whole ground beneath me shifts, and I hear the 
creaking of ancient timber combined with the sickening 
groan of thousands of tons of earth and stone somewhere. 
Bree screams and I leap forward, just in time to grab a 
falling beam. Hanging onto the end of it, my weight eases it 
down to the collapsed tunnel below. 


It’s not easy, but I manage to move it between two boulders, 
holding it in place. 


It should hold long enough to get us both out... I hope. 


I can see Bree, she’s being a good girl and doing as she’s 
told, totally still but terrified. I know how she’s feeling. 


My god, but she’s beautiful. 


I motion with my hand for her to stay still. I try the radio, 
hailing for Mark, but there’s only static. 


“Tell me you’re okay, Bree. Tell me you’re not hurt.” I say 
aloud, breathing easier when I hear her voice. 


“T... I think I’m okay... I landed on something that gave out 
under me, breaking my fall.” She suddenly cries out in 
agony, and I know she is hurt. 


“My ankle, ahh! Kit! My ankle!” Hearing her in pain makes 
me sick, it makes me mad. I growl in rage as I clamp my jaw 


tighter, more determined than ever to get to her, to get her 
out. 


The sound of rushing water is my cue to hurry the fuck up, 
the trickle under my feet fast becomes the beginnings of a 
torrent. Bree’s a little higher up, but we don’t have time to 
hang around, this whole place is gonna flood any second. 


Bree sits up, tries to anyway. Her screams of pain frighten 
her back to staying still. I leap over what looks like the 
softest patch of ground before me, a lot of the water 
running down unseen hollows, another collapse in the 
making. 


I want to scoop Bree up in my arms when I reach her, to 
hug her and kiss her, to tell her everything’s alright. But I 
also need to assess her injuries and I know better than 
anyone that we’re far from alright where we are. 


“Can you wiggle your toes, Bree? Can you feel this?” 


It looks like a busted ankle, nasty break too, but apart from 
that, she’s fine. 


I can’t help it, and I press my mouth over hers, feeling how 
cold she is. I make a tortured sound underneath my own 
breath, furious I haven’t been here to protect her, mad as 
hell at Mark for letting her run off like this. 


But it won’t do to complain, her teeth are chattering and 
she’s shivering. I rush to get supplies from my medical bag. 


I stabilize her leg and ankle with inflatable splints and wrap 
her in all the space blankets I have. There’s a neck brace 
too, which I put back on her, making her complain about 
how she'll look. 


“You look beautiful honey,” I reassure her, careful of the 
timing and the rising water. 


“This is gonna hurt like hell, Bree, but I have to carry you 
out of here, there’s no time to get a stretcher down here, 
alright?” 


She nods, but as soon as I put my arms under her, she cries 
out again, it’s agony for her to move, the little pain relief we 
carry is only enough to take the edge off such an injury. 
She’ll have to wait for the chopper before any real pain 
relief. 


“Pm sorry baby.” I hear the emotion in my voice, which 
seems to act as some sort of pain relief for her. I can feel 
her hand on my cheek as I lift her up, like she weighs 
nothing. 


“T’m sorry, Kit. I only went to look for you... is dad okay?” 
Always thinking of others, that’s my Bree. 


The mere mention of her dad makes me tense up, but I 
need him now, I need him to get that chopper down to the 
lake house straight away. 


“He’s fine,” is all I can tell her. 
“Your nose.” She observes, noticing my own break. 
“Your dad,” I say. 


There’s another crash of rocks and timber from behind us, 
further up the tunnel, the sound of water is deafening. 


I hear myself trying to calm Bree, as well as telling her to 
hang on. Her screams are drowned out by the wall of water 
as it crashes through the tunnel. 


I feel my feet on the beam, my girl in my arms, I’m looking 
ahead to where I need to get to, driven forward knowing 
that her eyes are looking up at me. 


The beam vanishes under my feet, and with a final leap, 
we’re back where I started from and I sprint out of the 
opening of the mine’s tunnel. Back out into the storm. 


Bree hangs limp in my arms, her eyes closed now as she 
lays still, only unconscious I tell myself. 


I have to tell myself that, otherwise I’ll never make it back. 


The distant sound of a chopper giving me fresh hope, I 
whisper to Bree to hang on as I slip and slide my way back 
down the hill with her in my arms. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 


The rain on my face wakes me up, I guess I fainted. My leg 
is killing me, and my throat’s sore, but seeing Kit’s face, all 
bloodied, wet and full of determination as he carries me all 
the way back down to the lake house, it’s totally worth it. 


He’s a real man, and now that I know what he and dad do 
when they go to work, I have nothing but love and respect 
for them both, but Kit... he’s making me want to get myself 
in trouble every day of the week so he'll have to come 
rescue me all over again. 


I know it’s wrong, but I’m already planning all the special 
ways I want to thank him, once we get home. Real home, 
not the flooded, why did we come when it was raining lake 
house home. 


I can hear a chopper somewhere, over the sound of the 
wind and rain, which has died down some. 


My dad’s voice is next, I can hear him shouting as soon as 
we're insight of the lake house. 


His face peers over my blankets, tears in the rain on his 
face as he touches mine with his hands, holding me in both 
his hands for a second as he tries to speak. 


“I'm sorry... so sorry baby girl...” 


I can feel Kit pushing past him, and watch as the lake house 
door opens and before too long, I’m laid out on the couch, 
with Kit taking charge of me one hundred percent. 


He’s barking orders at my dad, but seems to have the 
situation well in hand. I can feel the pain in my ankle, my 
whole leg, but the huge warm feeling I have in my chest 
more than makes up for everything. 


“The chopper’s reported a sighting... on the trail,” my dad 
says to Kit, who raises a brow. 


“T was just up there,” he growls absently. 


“No, a female... in high heels,” my dad says, and Kit laughs 
out loud. 


“T think I might have an idea who that is,” he says, shaking 
his head. “She’ll need help too Mark, I got things here. Why 
don’t you hitch a ride with the chopper, go help out our 
neighbor?” 


I can see my dad’s not wanting to leave my side, not for one 
minute, but a stern look from Kit changes that, “I’m serious 
Mark, there might be other hikers on that hill too, shouldn’t 
you be...” 


He’s right, and dad knows it. In a second dad has his work 
face back on and squeezing my hand gently. He readies 
himself to head back out, radioing the chopper to let them 
know I’m safe but they do have at least one other hiker on 
the hill. 


“Kit?” My dad asks, halfway out the door. Kit looks over to 
him, his jaw set firmly still. 


“Thanks for saving her. I was a jerk, you did us all proud. 
I’m proud of you, thank you.” 


I can see Kit swallow the lump in his throat, but I can also 
see he’s still pissed with my dad. 


“T thought he’d never leave,” he growls as the front door 
closes, there’s a new sound which shakes the roof as the 
rescue chopper sets down, right beside the lake. I can see 
dad running towards it waving a hand, his medic kit in the 
other. 


I punch Kit’s arm lightly, yelping in pain myself as I do. 


“Hey! He said he was sorry... I’m sorry too, you know that, 
right?” I ask him, really meaning it. 


“T just got so worried when dad said you two had a fight, I 
wanted you so bad... I just ran out into the woods looking 
for you... It’s my fault really, not dad’s.” 


Kit looks at me, stroking my face before taking my hand and 
kissing it, I can hear his own breath catching in time with 
my own. 


“There’s only one thing for it, Bree,” he says with finality. 


My eyes are a question, but I feel the sudden charge of 
excitement in my belly. The thrill of a dream about to come 
true. 


“What is it?” I ask, suddenly pain-free, a new feeling 
flooding me as I disappear into Kit’s eyes, his hands still 
holding mine. Him on his knee beside me. 


“TIl have to keep you with me, always.” He says, matter of 
fact. 


“T ain’t asking now, Bree. I’m telling you. You’re going to be 
my wife. We’re going to live together, and we’re going to 
have a family... understood?” 


I squeal and then yelp. I try to get up but Kit’s lips are on 
mine. I kiss him fully, relaxing back down onto the couch as 
I feel his huge arm underneath me, pulling me closer to 
him. 


“TIl take that as a yes.” He says, only after giving me the 
longest, deepest kiss of our life together so far. I nod my 
head frantically, my mind spinning with what we’ll do 
together, but the pain in my leg soon reminds me we have a 
few bridges to cross before the big day. 


“But it can start now, can’t it?” I ask, feeling my eyes 
shining with excitement. “I can be yours starting right now, 
forever and always?” 


I say it as a question, but I know in my heart it’s true. 


“Forever and always,” Kit says with a grin, and kisses me 
again. 


The crackle of the radio coming to life from the kitchen 
table pulls us apart. 


It’s dad. 


“You didn’t tell me our hiker was such a looker, Kit! I might 
even have to give her mouth to mouth, just to be sure she’s 
alright.” 


We both stop to laugh and I look quizzically at Kit. “She’s 
not my type, but I can just tell her and your dad... they’ll get 
on like a house on fire.” 


“And what exactly is your type?” I ask, pretending to sound 
offended. 


“Oh, she’s about your height, has blond hair and blue 
eyes... answers to the name of Bree... likes to roam a bit, 
but I think I’ve got a handle on that now though.” he says, 
smirking to himself. 


“C’mere,” I whisper, “Gimee some more of that mouth to 
mouth, will ya?” 


EPILOGUE 


K: 


“This is some kind of weird honeymoon, huh?” Mark asks 
me, casting his line out. 


“Not really,” I tell him, “Now that you’ve signed the deed 
over, you'll be going home. We're just fishin’ a bit for Bree’s 
sake. So she can see her old man and her new husband 
chewing the fat, like old times.” 


I don’t mean to sound so harsh, but I still can’t look at Mark 
the same way since everything that happened has come to 
pass. 


Not really like old times at all. 


Mark sighs, “Kit... I’m not gonna say sorry again. I shouldn’t 
have to, I really think though that it’s high time you let 
things rest. Bree came out okay and you always seem to 
want to overlook the fact that you slept with my daughter.” 


I roll my eyes, and it always makes me smile when I get to 
wind Mark up after the fact. 


Bree tells me off for it when she catches me, but it’s a half- 
fun, half-serious thing with me now, I just can’t help it. 


He let Bree go out in that weather, then it was like some 
punishment that he left her out there. I shudder when I 
think what could have been, rather than the blessing of 
what is between Bree and I today. 


“T was gonna tell you about that,” I tell him, and to keep 
things light I change the subject. 


“On the up side, you got something out of all this, too,” I 
remind him, and as if on cue, the girls come out of the 
house. Mark’s new wife, Sue calling out to him as she 
politely ignores me. 


“Mark? I’m ready when you are honey!” 


Sue’s the bimbo hiker I told to get off our property right 
before the storm hit. She’s never forgiven me for blowing 
her off like that, but I have Bree, so why would I even look 
twice at anyone else? 


Mark went up in the chopper that day, spotted her and well, 
the rest as they say is history. Sparks flew for them, so 
happy days. 


Mark grimaces, waving. “The ol’ ball and chain heh?” he 
asks me, winding his reel and shooting me a wink. 


“T wouldn’t change it for the world,” he adds, and I know he 
means it. I feel exactly the same way too. 


“Please, Kit. I’m asking nice now. Can we please, pretty 
please, put all this stuff behind us and get on with our lives, 
as a family?” 


He looks out over the lake and his lower lip starts to 
tremble as he speaks again, “I don’t... I won’t have you 
thinking I left Bree out there deliberately, like I wasn’t cut 


up about her out there in that storm. How’d you think I felt 
about it all, being her damned father? I love her Kit, and a 
father’s love is something I hope you get to understand one 
day. One day soon." 


It’s left field for Mark, and for me too. I like direct, but both 
barrels between the eyes from him as he holds out his hand, 
plus the silver tear in his eyes as his voice wavers. 


Ah shit. 
Apology accepted. 


I can’t bear a grudge any more than I can stand to see my 
friend hurting like I know he does every day. We both wish 
that day never happened, but it did and I guess it is time for 
me to man up, to forgive and most definitely forget it. 


Bree and I have too much ahead of us, and like it or not, 
Mark and Sue are a part of that family now too. 


I take Mark’s hand, then pull him towards me, giving him a 
bear hug as I squeeze something out of my own damned 
eye before anybody sees. 


How’d that get there? 


“So I'll see you at work tomorrow?” Mark quips, wiping his 
eye with his sleeve, handing me his rod. 


“Ha-ha, very funny. I quit remember?” 


“Paid parental leave.” Mark says quietly, winking again and 
stabbing my ribs with his finger. 


“Whenever you’re ready, Kit. We’d be proud to serve with 
you again,” he says, and I know he means it. We had our 
differences, but Mark’s a professional and an honorable 
medic. 


“Well, I’ll think about it,” I lie. “Pl see you tomorrow, no 
doubt?” 


“That you will, Kit. That you will.” 


And with that Mark clasps my shoulder before he turns to 
go back up to the house. I wave and press a kiss from my 
fingers out to Bree, but I won’t see Mark and Sue out, I'll 
see Mark tomorrow. 


He and Sue are our neighbors. Turns out she was up here 
looking to buy real estate, and after her rescue from her 
knight in shining overalls...well. She bought out the other 
half of what was left of the hillside, keeping it well and truly 
in the family from now on. 


Once they leave, Bree comes down to the little pier, and I 
pretend like I’m fishing, but I’m really thinking. 


Thinking about her, about that day. About how amazing she 
looks as she walks down the steps, rubbing her belly as she 
puffs out breaths every now and then, scaring me like she’s 
about to give birth any minute. 


“You and dad okay now?” she asks, and I have a sneaking 
feeling she put Mark up to our little chat. 


“When were we not okay,” I ask, hooking my hands behind 
her back and pulling her towards me, pecking her lips, 
tasting frosting and lemonade, the kind she knows I love it 
when she makes it. 


She rolls her eyes and sighs, smiling. 


“Well, good.” She says, “Now, come on up to the house. I 
have something I need help with...” 


Fishing be damned. 


When Bree “needs some help” I know what that means, and 
I’ve been aching for her all day. 


I drop the fishing gear, letting it fall where it might. And 
scoop Bree up into my arms, I lift her off her feet, growling 
as I feel her softness against my hardness. 


“Symptoms?” I ask. 


“Shortness of breath, elevated BP erratic pulse,” she gasps, 
kneading my chest with one hand, stroking my nodding face 
with the other as I pick up my pace towards the house, 
making for our bedroom. 


“Any swelling?” I ask again, more serious this time. 


She nods, “Mmmm. And the usual super-hydration, that 
wetness, but it’s my shortness of breath. Every time I see 
you doctor. I just can’t breathe right.” 


“We’ll begin with mouth to mouth,” I assure her, then I’ll 
examine that moist swelling of yours... I think I have 
something for it in my bag.” 


God I love it when she talks like this... 


It’s why I might never go back to work again. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


“Daddy? Is this where you rescued Mommy?” 


I roll my eyes internally, do we have to have the story every 
time we hike past here? 


But I don’t really mind, I know how much Michelle likes 
hearing about her dad’s heroics. 


It kinda gives me the tingles every time I hear about it, it’s 
partly why I don’t like him telling it around the kids. It 
always means Mommy and Daddy have to have a nap when 
they get home, even the nights at Grandpa’s if the story’s 
too in depth. 


I know the kids love it though the how I met your mother 
story much better than anything I could come up with 
either and Kit’s so patient with the kids, telling it slightly 
different each time, but keeping to the facts. Mostly. 


This time, he finishes it with a little too much enthusiasm. 


“... And that’s how I found the giant gold nugget that’s 
locked in the safe... all that water, swept it right out from 


deep down inside the mountain, all those poor pioneers, 
they miss out, but I got the gold and I got your mom.” 


The kids groan at this version, Michelle kicking her feet 
against Kit’s back on her harness. 


Caleb tugging at my hand as I hold it as we walk, he’s 
putting his finger in his mouth, pretending to throw up. 


“Awww... C’mon guys, I thought Daddy’s story was great 
this time around, especially the part about all that gold,” I 
say, winking at Kit when I see the look in his eyes, making 
my breath catch. 


“Who feels like ice cream?” I ask, and both kids plus Kit 
cheer hip-hooray, “... At Grandpa’s?” I add and all but Kit 
cheers again, he catches my meaning, my mood and his 
eyes narrow on me, I can hear his low growl underneath 
everything else. The sounds of kids, the wind and the trees. 
His sound. 


Our sound. 


The one he makes when he knows how bad I need him 
inside me. 


Like today. 


Before Caleb and Chelle, we used to hike a lot, and it’s a 
good thing to that it’s private property. Nowadays, with the 
little ones we have to make special Mommy Daddy time, and 
the kids are fine with that, so we time it so Grandpa and 
Sue get lots of visits. 


Lots of visits. 


“Now Mommy can tell us all how much she wants you all to 
have another baby brother or sister.” Kit teases, paying me 
back for something, or setting up a punishment I’m yet to 
dole out. An extra spanking in the bedroom maybe? He’s 


gotten so frisky now that we’re married. Some people say 
sex gets boring, dies down after marriage, especially after 
kids. 


Kit is like it’s the first day every time, that day in my dad’s 
hallway. I still get goosebumps when I see him, every day 
and in the best kind of way. 


“Maybe Daddy can tell them how Mommy likes to have a 
rest between babies.” I tease him right back, but it’s too 
late. The other two are already discussing whether they 
want a baby brother or a baby sister. Then they start listing 
off names. 


I catch up with Kit, holding my hand for his and as he 
squeezes mine, winking at me, I figure that’s the end of it. 
But no, Kit’s got an idea, and he’s using our own children as 
bait. 


He starts suggesting names, ridiculous names, and both 
Michelle and Caleb whoop and holler at some and screw 
their faces at others. 


By the time we get to Grandpa’s gate, they’re still listing off 
names, as he’s out front working on his truck. 


He waves at us all, giving me one of his special smiles. 


“Not that time again, is it?” he asks jokingly, making me 
blush. 


“I mean with the baby names,” dad adds, making me feel 
slightly less guilty about our self-appointed babysitter 
roster which just happens to coincide with my husband’s 
libido, which is non-stop. 


“Grandpa!” both kids squeal, and Kit lets Michelle down, 
with both kids swarming Grandpa as he scoops them up, 
kissing them both and heading into the house. 


“TIl drop them back, or are you coming for dinner?” he 
asks, happy for either. 


“We’ll come for dinner, if that’s alright.” Kit adds, “My treat, 
I’ll bring something.” 


Dad waves and the kids are off, running amok in his house, 
which overlooks the lake too. Their home away from home. 


“You shouldn’t fill their heads with all that stuff about 
miner’s gold, Kit... gives them ideas, makes it impossible to 
get them to sleep.” 


He laces his fingers through mine again, and kissing my 
hand just shrug with one of his knowing looks. 


“Who says I made it up? Plus you shouldn’t deny them a 
brother or sister,” he says, teasing me while changing the 
subject. 


“Pfft! Well, Mr. Smarty pants, maybe you can carry the next 
one, and not on your back. I mean in here, for nine months.” 
I squeal, tickling his abs, which always amaze me by being 
so damned perfect. Like him. 


“What is it baby?” he asks, noticing my change in mood 
suddenly. 


“T just feel like a frump, Kit. I know I walk every day and we 
eat healthy, but look at me! I’m a damned cow compared to 
you, it’s embarrassing.” 


Kit frowns, stopping in his tracks to hold me by the 
shoulders gently. 


“I’m not embarrassed by you, Bree. I love you, more and 
more every day. If you really want, we can go through all 
that crap about what people look like, even get you trained 
up, special food the works... to look like what? Someone you 
aren't?” 


I open my mouth to protest, I only get like this sometimes, 
usually when we’re out and I can see how amazing Kit’s 
body is compared to mine. 


“Do you really want all that Bree? Because I don’t. I want 
you, just you. Who you are, the way you are. All to myself...” 
he growls, and sucks on my neck, taking my breath away, 
making me feel like a queen instantly. 


“How soon?” I ask him suddenly. 
“How soon what?” he asks. 


“How soon can you get me back to our bed, so you can fuck 
me like never before, so I can come on that huge fat cock of 
yours, show you just how much I love you?” 


Kit presses his forehead against mine. 
“T love you Bree, but I love you more when you talk dirty.” 


I open my mouth, but he puts a finger over it, “Not too 
dirty,” he cautions me, grinning and he picks me up, 
throwing me over his huge shoulders in a fireman’s lift and 
starts to jog the trail back home. 


“T love you too Kit, I really do.” 


I say it, but I think it too. I have it etched on my heart and in 
my mind, every minute of every day. 


Kit Bannon, 


My hero. My husband, my only. 


NEWSLETTER 


Get a free, new, original story NOW by joining my mailing 
list and staying subscribed. 


CLICK HERE >> Get a FREE book now 


A MAN WHO KNOWS WHAT HE WANTS 


Book 1: Baby Lust 
Book 2: Veteran 
Book 3: Built 
Book 4: Bambino 
Book 5: Rescued 
Book 6: Leader 
Book 7: Professor 
Book 8: Burned 
Book 9: Worldly 
Book 10: 

Book 11: 


Pistol 
Policed 


Book 12: 
Book 13: 


Driven 
Lucky 13 


Book 14: 


Book 15: 


Lumberjacked 


Protector 


Book 16: 


Book 17: 
Book 18: 


Carpenter 
Italian Stallion 
Gardener 


Book 19: 


Book 20: 


Budapest Billionaire’s Virgin 
Billionaire’s Babysitter 


Book 21: 


Book 22: 
Book 23: 
Book 24: 


Cocky CFO 
Fireman’s Filthy 4th 
Mechanic 

SEALs Secret 


Book 25: 


Book 26: 
Book 27: 
Book 28: 
Book 29: 


Police, Pooch, and Smooch 
Fireman’s Fake Fiancée 
Billionaire’s Virgin Ballerina 
Bitcoin Billionaire’s Babysitter 


Veterans Day Daddy 


Book 30: 


Book 31: 
Book 32: 


Cowboy’s Christmas Carol 
Police Officer’s Princess 
Statham 


Book 33: 


Book 34: 
Book 35: 
Book 36: 
Book 37: 


Bodyguard 
Greek God 
Billionaire Single Dad's Babysitter 





Mountain Man 
SEALs Justice 





Book 38: 


Book 39: 
Book 40: 
Book 41: 
Book 42: 


Royal Romance 

Doctor Mountain Man’s Special Delivery 
Crocodile Dan D 

Mountain Man’s Secret Baby 

Doctor Bad Boy’s Secret Baby 


Book 43: 


Cop’s Babysitter 


Book 44: 


Book 45: 


Nanny for the Cop Next Door 
Small Town SEALs Saving Grace 


Book 46: 


Book 47: 


Cop’s Fake Fiancée 


Billionaire’s Nanny 


Book 48: 
Book 49: 


Book 50: 
Book 51: 


Cowboy’s Babysitter 
Steamy 
Brother’s Best Friend 


Possessive Professor 


Book 52: 


Book 53: 
Book 54: 
Book 55: 
Book 56: 
Book 57: 
Book 58: 


Firefighter’s Babysitter 
Soldier’s Secret Baby 

Ward’s Independence Day 
Doctor Next Door 

Possessive Policeman 
Coached by the MMA Fighter 
Boss’s Babysitter 


Book 59: 


Book 60: 
Book 61: 
Book 62: 
Book 63: 


Virgin in New York 
Rock Star’s Baby 
Possessive Protector 
Possessive Australian 
Best Friend’s Brother 


Book 64: 
Book 65: 
Book 66: 
Book 67: 


Possessive Cowboy 
Summer Romanced 
Possessive Prince 


Lovers’s Enemy 


Book 68: 


Book 69: 
Book 70: 
Book 71: 
Book 72: 
Book 73: 
Book 74: 
Book 75: 


Cop’s Best Friend 
Possessive Firefighter 
Football Next Door 
Doctor December 
Possessive Canadian 
Blue Collar Billionaire 
Possessive K-9 Cop 


Possessive Brazilian 


Book 76: 


Book 77: 
Book 78: 
Book 79: 
Book 80: 


Hockey Obsession 

Possessive Boston Irish American MMA Fighter 
Halloween Next Door 

Possessive Russian 

Baseball Mine 


Book 81: 


Book 82: 
Book 83: 
Book 84: 
Book 85: 
Book 86: 
Book 87: 
Book 88: 
Book 89: 
Book 90: 
Book 91: 
Book 92: 
Book 93: 
Book 94: 

Book 95: 
Book 96: 
Book 97: 


Cop’s Caribbean Captive 
Instalove Island 

Dad’s Best Friend 
Thanksgiving with Dad’s Boss 
Possessive Italian Neighbor 
Possessive Portuguese 
Possessive Christmas Cop 
Russian’s Obsession 
Possessive Doctor’s Christmas 
Possessive Parisian Pilot 

U.K. Boxing Day 

Jealous Russian Stalker 
Italian Mountain Man 
Aggressive Russian 
Possessive Valentine 
Possessive Hunter 


Dad’s Russian Mafia Friend 


Book 98: Russian Teacher 


Book 99: Australian Obsession 


Book 100: 
Book 101: 


Russian Next Door 
Dad’s Irish Friend 


Book 102: 


Book 103: 
Book 104: 
Book 105: 
Book 106: 
Book 107: 
Book 108: 
Book 109: 
Book 110: 
Book 111: 
Book 112: 
Book 113: 
Book 114: 
Book 115: 
Book 116: 
Book 117: 
Book 118: 


Nanny for the Russian Mafia 

Best Friend’s Dad 

Basketball Babymaker 

Possessive Veterinarian 

Brother’s Fireman Friend 
Brother’s Canadian Cowboy Friend 
Summer Vacation with Dad’s Best Friend 
Dad’s Italian Mafia Friend 

Dad’s Irish Mafia Friend 

Dad’s Football Friend 

Possessing His Dancing Queen 
Brother’s Cop Friend 

Halloween With Dad’s Best Friend 
Claimed By Her Boss 

Possessive Rider 

Dad’s Ex-Biker Buddy 

Possessive Undercover Cop 


Book 119: 


Book 120: 
Book 121: 
Book 122: 


Falling For Her Boss 

Claiming His Fashionista 

More Than Dad’s Best Friend 
Thanksgiving With Dad’s Best Friend 


Book 123: 


Book 124: 
Book 125: 
Book 126: 


Bossy Italian 

Christmas With Dad’s Mafia Friend 
Maid For The Italian Mafia 
Nutcracker 


Book 127: 


Book 128: 
Book 129: 


Cowboy Cerrone 
Chef’s Kiss 
Claimed By The Russian 


Book 130: 


Book 131: 


Bought By The Italian Mafia 
Hot Nerd 


Book 132: 


Dad’s Italian Mafia Boss 


Book 133: 


Book 134: 
Book 135: 
Book 136: 
Book 137: 
Book 138: 


Mine 

Taken By The Thief 
Curves Ahead 

Her Mafia Valentine 
Doctor Valentine 

Maid For The Irish Mafia 


Book 139: 


Book 140: 
Book 141: 


Winning Her Curves 
Dad’s Cartel Best Friend 
Dad’s Greek Mafia Friend 


Book 142: 


Book 143: 
Book 144: 


Lawyer’s Obsession 
Attending Her Curves 
Maid for the Russian Mafia 


Book 145: 


Book 146: 
Book 147: 
Book 148: 
Book 149: 
Book 150: 
Book 151: 
Book 152: 
Book 153: 
Book 154: 
Book 155: 
Book 156: 
Book 157: 
Book 158: 


Priest 

Claimed By Dad’s Best Friend 
His Curvy Office Obsession 
Easter with Dad's Best Friend 
Veterinarian's Obsession 
Curves For Her Older Boss 
Mob Lawyer's Curves 

Maid For The Doctor Next Door 
Possessive Forest Ranger 
Nurse For The Russian Mafia 
Dad’s Fireman Friend 
Russian Mountain Man 
Possessive Italian Doctor 
Dad's EMT Best Friend 


BRATVA BEAR SHIFTERS 


Book 1: Dad’s Russian Mafia Bear Best Friend 
Book 2: Babysitter For Dad’d Russian Mafia Bear Friend 
Book 3: Dad’s Bratva Bear Friend 


LAIRDS & LADIES 


Book 1: Possessive Highlander 
Book 2: Taken By The Highlander 
Book 3: Highlander Alpha 


RUSSIAN UNDERWORLD 


Book 1: 


Book 2: 


Brooklyn Bratva 


British Bratva 


Book 3: 


Bratva Billionaire 


Book 4: 
Book 5: 


Bratva Babysitter 


Bratva Boss 


IRISH. WOLF SHIFTERS 


Book 1: Dad’s Irish Wold Shifter Friend 
Book 2: Claimed By The Irish Wolf Shifter 
Book 3: Claimed By The Enemy 


